-- mentable Romaine 
; Tragedie of Titus Andronicus: 
 Astt i Plaide by the Right Ho- 


4 nourable the Earle of Darbie, Earle of Pembrooke, 
andFEarle of Suſſex their Seruants, 


LONDON, 


Printed by Iohn Danter, andare 


to be ſold by Edward White & Themas Millington, 
| at thelittle North dooreof Paulesatthe 
þ | _  begneoftheGunne, | 


L3Z9 4X 


o 


Engng Pony nag imme Yan pe gn nn 
a Sogt 5 Bir 


a 
— 


I he molt Lamen- 
table Romaine Tragedie of 
Tris eAndronicig : Agsit was Plaide by 
the Rizhe Honourable the Enle, 

* ot Darbie, Earle of Pembrooke, 
and :aile of Suſſex thcir 
Seruants. 


Extertne Titi unosand Senatours aloft: And then enter * 
Stiri; is and bis [ollowers at onedore, ard Biſliinus aud 
brs folio;ers with Driims and Trumpets. | 


+. 


Ca urnmmmus, 


Oble Parricians, Patrons of my Right, 
N Defend the ml{tice of my-cauſe with armes. 
And Countrimen my louing followers, 
 Pleadiny ſucceſſive Title with your ſwords: 
Jam his fic borne ſonne, that was the laſt 
That ware the Imperiall Diademeot Rome, 
j Then letmy Fathers honours hue 1m me, 
* Nerwrong mine age withthis indignitic, 
| Baſſianm. 1 £wv5y] 
| Romaines, friends, followers,fauourers of my Right, 
| It cuer Baſſiamu (eaſars lonne, ow 
[ V Veregratious in the eyes of Royall Rome, 
' Keepe then this paſſagetothe Capitoll, 
And ſuffer not diſhonour toapproch, 
\ The Imperiall ſeateto vertue, conſecrate : 
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Themoſtlamentable Tragedie 


Toiuſtice,continence,and Nobillities 

But let deſertin pure eleGon ſhine, 

And Romaines fight for freedome in your choice, 
Marcus Andronicus with the ({rowne, 

Princesthat ſtrive by faQtions and by friends, 

Ambitiouſly for Ruleand Emperie, 

Know that the people of Rome for whom we ſtand 

Ailpeciall Partic,haue by common voice, 

Ineleftion for the Romaine Empery 

Choſen eAvadronicus,furnaimed Pix: 

For many good and great deſerts to Rome, 

A Nobierman,a brauer V Varriour, 

Liues not this day within the Cittic walls, 

Hee bv the Senate 15 accited home, 

From weary warres agaiuſt the barbarous Gothez, 

Thatwith his ſonnes a terrour to our foes, 

Hath yoakta Nation ſtrong,traind vp in Armes, 

TFenneyeares are ſpent ſincefſthe vndertooke 

T his cauſe of Rome, and chaltiſed with armes 

Our enemies pride : Fiuc times hehath returnd 

Bleeding tv Rome, bearing his valiant ſonnes, 

In Coffins from the field,and at this day, 

To the Monument of that eAndronicy 

Done ſacrifice of expiation, 


 Andſlaine the Nobleſt priſoner of the Gethez, 


Andnow at laſt laden with honours ſpolles, 


| Returnes the good eFdrenicus to Rome, 


Renowned Tits flouriſhingin Armes, 
Let vs intreat by honour of his name, | 
V Vhom worthily you would haucnew ſuccecde, 
And in the Capitall and Scnates Right, 


Pleade yourdeſFrtsin peace ath 
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of Titus Andronicus, - 96. 


| SAtnrninus. £658, 2 
How fairethe Tribune ſpeakesto calme my thoughts. 
Baſſiauns, 
Aarcrs eAnadronicas lo | doe afhe, 9M 
In thy vprightnes andintegritie, lf - 
Andlolloueand honour thee and thine, 
Thy Noble brother Tites and his ſonnes, 
| Andhertowhom my thoughtsare humbled all, 
Cratious Lauinia,Romes rich ornament, 
That I will here diſiifſe my loving friends: 
And tomy fortunesand the peoples fauour, L035 NY | 
Commitmy cauſcin ballance to be waid. Exit Solaiers, 
Saturnints, 
Friends that have bcene thus forward in my right, 
I rhanke you all,and here dilmiſſe you all, 
And tothe loue andfauour of my Countric, 
Commit my ſ(elfe,my perſon, and the caule: 
Rome beas iuſt and gratious vnto me, 
Aslam confident and kinde to thee, 
Open the gates andlet mein. 
Baſſiangs, Tribunes and me apoore Competitor, 
They goe wp into the Senate ove, 


_—_— 


* Enter a Captaine. 
Romaines make way,the good eAnaronicas, 
| Patron of vereug, Romes belt Champion: 
Succesful lin the battailes that hefights, 
V'Vith honour and withfortuneis returnd, 4 
From where he circumſcribed with his {\wora, "1:8 
And brought to yoake the enemies of Rome, 4-8 


DELEPIVS: mn rl IN 


Sound Drums and Trumpets and then enter two of Titus 


ſonnes, and then two men bearing a Coffs conered with black, 
then two other ſonner then Titus Andronicus, avdthen Þ a- 


y Gothes and ber two ſomes Chiron and 
m3 wb Queene of Gothes ſe wget 
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| Themoſt ARE 4 Trapedie | 


Demetrius, with Aron the More, and others as many 44 can 


be,then ſet downe the Coſſin, and I'nus ſpeakes. 


Titans, Haile Rome, victoriousin thy mourning weeds, 
Los theBarke thathath diſchargd his fraught, © 
Returnes with pretious ladingto the bay, | 
From whenceatfirſt ſhee wayd her anchorage; t 
Commeth eAndronicas, bound with Lawrell bowes, 
: To reſatute hs Countrie with his teares, 
Eh Tearcsof true oy forhisreturneto Nome: 
Thou great defender of this Capitol}, 
Stand « gratious tothe rights that we entend, 
| Romaines,of aueand ewenty va:iant ſonnes, 
56 | Halte of thenumber that king Priamhad, 
' Beboldthepoore remaines aliue and dead: / 
ihelettluraiue, let Romereward with loue: — 
PFhelcthar I bring vnto ther lateſt home, 
VVihbuialamongit theiraunceſtors, 
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lere Gothes ane giuen me leaueto ſheath my ſword, 
Titns vnkinde,ai dcareles of thineowne, 
V Vhbyſufer{tthon thy funnes vaburied yer, i 
To houer on the dreadfall thore of flix, { 
Make way tolay them by their brethren, | | 
They open the Tombe, F bi 
1leregreete infilenceasthe deadate wont, [ 
Fe + | And fleepe in peace,ſſaine in your Countries wattes: j 
| | O lacred Receptacle of my ioyes, : 
S.xecte Cellof vertueand Nobilitic, 
8: Huw maay fonnes haſt thou of mine in ſtore, j 
"ok 1 hat thou wilt never render to me more, -- | 
H -Lucins, Giuevs the prowdeltpriſoner of ms Gotheh: 4 
oh. | - Thatwemay hewhis limbs andon apile, | 
AF e 1d manus fratrum, —_P his fleſh: 
l | Hetvore thiseaithy priſon of their boanes, 
WR « tat {othe -—_—_ c not vnappeazde, 
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LD <DSO Hl... 
of Titus Andronicus, 


Nor wediſturbde wah prodegieson carth, 

Taw, Igiuchim you the Nobleſt that ſurujucs, 
Theeideft ſonne of this diſtreſſed Queene, \,. (rovn, 

T amora. Stay Romaine brethren, gratious Cor.que« 
ViRorions Tit#2,ruc the teares] ſhed, 

A mothers teares in paſſion for her ſonnez.4- 
Andif thy ſonnes were cuerdeare to thee, 

Oh thinke my ſonne co be as deare to mee, 
Sufficethnot that we are brought ro Rome 

'To beautife thy triumphs,and returne 

Captive to thee,and to thy Romaine yoake: 

But muſt myſonnes beſlaughtered in the lircets, 
For valiant dooings in their Countriescaulc? 

O if tofight for king and common-weate, 
VVerepietiein thine,it is intheſe: 

eAndrenicws ftaine not thy tombe with bloud, 
V Vilcthou draw necre the nature of the Gods? 
Draw neere them then in being merciſull, 
Sweete mercie js Nobilities true badge, 

Thiice Noble Titxs,ſpare my firſt borneſanne, 

Tits, Patient your ſelfe Madam,and pardon me, 
Theſe are their brethren, whom your Gotbes beheld 
Aliue and dead,and for their brethren ſlaine, | 
Religiouſly they askea ſacrifice: 

To this yourſonneis markr, and dic hemuſt, 
T* appeaſe their groning ſhadowes thatare gone. 

Luci. Away with hnn,and makea fire ſtraight, 
| And with our ſwords vpon a pileot wood, 
| Lets hewhis limbstill they becleane conſumde. 

| Ex Titus ſonnes with Alarbus, 
Temore, O cruell irreligeous pietic, 
Chiron. V Vas neuerSythia halfe ſo barbarous. 


| Dewetrins, Oppoſe not Sythiato:mbitivus Rome, " 08 
\ Alarbas goes torett andweſuruiue, » . 15% 
; To tremble vnder Titus threatninglooke, 
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Themoſt Lamentable T ragedie 


Then'\adam ſtand reſolud, but hope witha!l, 

The ſelfe ſame Gods that armde theQueene of troy ,, 

V Vich opportunitie of ſharpe reuenge x 

V poatheTaracianTyrantin his Teat, 

Nay tzuour Tawora the Quzeneof Go thes, 

(V Vhen Gothes were Gothes,and Tamora was Queene,) 
To quit the bloodie wrongsvpon her focs, 


Enter the ſonnes of Andronicus againe, 
Lecizs. See Lord and father how we haue performd 
Our Romanerights, 4/arbxs limbs arc lopt, 
Andintralsfeedethe ſacrififing fire, 
VVhoſe ſmoke likeincenſedoti perfumethe skie, 
Remainechnought but rointerce our brethren, 
And with lowd larums welcome them to Rome. 
Titus, Leti:beſo,andlet Andronicas, 
Make this his lateſt farewell to their ſoules, 
Sound Trumpets,and lay the Coffin im the Tombe, 
Tn peace and honour reſt you here ray ſonnes, 
Roomesread:clt Champions,repole you here inreſt, 
Secure from worldly chaunces and miſhaps: 
Here larksnotreaſon, here n2 enuie ({wels, 
Here grow no damned drugges,hereareno ſtormes, 
No noyſe,but filence and etcruall fleepe, 
In yeace and honourreſt you here my ſonnes, 
Enter Lauinia, 
In peace and honour, liuc Lord Tiras long, 
My Noble Lord and father liuein fame: 
Loat this Tombe my tributarictcares,: 53 
Irender for my brethrens oblequiegs &*7 
A ndatthy feete Ikneele,with teares of 10y 
Skedon this earth, for thy rerurne to Rome, 
O bleſſeme herewith thy viagrious hand, 
Y Yhoſe fortunes Roomes belt Citizens app laud, 


Titus. Kinde Romethat haft thus louing ly _— 
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of I itus Andronicns, 


rhe Cordiail of mine age to glad my hart, 
Laxinia liueoutlue thy fithers daies, 
And fames eternall date for vertues praiſe, 
CHMarens, Long line Lord TiHtys my belouedbrother, 

Gratious triumpher1n the cies of Rome, 

T it«s, Thanks gentle Tribune, Noble brother Aſarces. 

Marcus, And welcome Nephews from ſuccesfull wars 
Yourhat ſurwue,and you that ſteepe in fame: 
Faire Lords,your fortunes are alikein all, 
That in your Countries {eruice drew yuur ſwords, 
But ſafer triumph is this tunerall pompe, 
That hath aſpirde to So/onshappines, 
And triumphs ouer chauncein honoars bed, 
Titus Andronicus,the people of Rome, 
V Vhole friendiniultice thou haſt eucr beene, 
Send thee by meethew tribune and their truſt, 
This Palliament of white and ſpotleshue, 
Andnamethecin eleQion for the Empire, 
VVith theſe our late deecaledEmperours ſonnev 
Be (ardidatusthenandput it on, 
And helpe toſctahead on headles Roome. 

Titans. A better head her g!orious bodiefits, 

Than his that ſhakes for age aud feeblenes: 
VV hat ſhould I don this Roabeand trouble you? 
Be choſen with Proclamations to daie, 
To morrow yecld vprule,refignemy lite, 


- And ſecabroad new bufines for youall, 


RoomeT haue beene thy ſouldier fortie yeares, 
Andledmy Countries ſtrength ſuccesfullie, 
And buriedone and twentie valiant ſonnes 
Knighred in Field, ſlaine manfulliein Armes, 
In right and ſeruice of their Noble Countrie: 
Giue nea ſtaffe of Honour formine age, 
But not a ſcepter to controwle the world, 
Ypright he held it Lords held it laſt, 
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The moſt Lamentable Tragede 


| £Afarcas. Tararthou thaltobraine & acke the Empenc, 
Satzrni, Proud andambitious Tribune can(t thou tell, 


Titzs, Patience Prince Sarurninns, + 

Ceturninns, Romaines doe meright, 
Patricians draw your (words and (heath them not, 
Till Satrurvings bc Romes Emperoutr: 
eAudronicns would thou were ſhipr to hell, 


. Ratherthanrobbe meof the peoples harts, 


£.ncins, Prowd Setarnine,interrupter ofthe good, 
T harnoble minded Titzs meanes to thee, 
Titxs, Content thee Prince, Iwill reſtore tothee 
The peoples harts,and wcane them fromthemſclues.. 
Baſſianas. Ardronicus | dognotflatter thee, 


 Buthonour thee and will doo till I die: 


4 


M y tation if thou ſtrengthen with thy friends 


_ Ivvill moſtthanketullbe,and thanks tomen 


Of Nobleminds,y1s honourablemecede, 


Titar, Pcople of Rome,andpeoples Tribuncs here, 


1 -aske yourvoycesand your ſuffrages, 
Willyce beſtow them triendly on Andronicas, 
Tribunes, To gratifie the good Andronigns,' 
Anderatulatchis tafe returne toRome, 
The veople will accept whom he admits. 
Tan, Tribune I thanke you,and this ſute TI make, 
That youcreatz our Emperours cldeſt ſonne, 
Lord Sewrmine: whoſe vertues will I hope, 
Reflect on Romeas Tytus Raics on earth, 
Audripeniuſticein this Commoa weale: 
Thenit youwillele&t by my aduile, 
Crowne him and ſay, Long line our Emperonr. 


"$arwurnine, T itns Andronicns, for thy favours gone, 


Marcus An, VVith voycesand applauſe of enery lory Jort- 
Sl-etricians and Plebeaxs xe create 

O bled Sararwinus Romes great Emperour, 
- Y Vbe1 ſay Lovg line oxr Friperonr Saturnine. 
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of Tituz Andronicue, 


Tovs inoureleCtion this day, 

1 owe thee thankes in part of thy deſerts, 

Andwitl mtkdceeds requite thy gentlenes? 

And for an onſet Titus to aduance, 

Thy name and honourab'e familie, 

Laxinia wiill make my Empreſle, 

Romecs Royall Miſtris, Miſtris of my harr, 

And intheſacred Pathan her. eſpoule: 

Tell me eArdronicns doth this motion pleafe thee. 
Titus, It doth my worthie Lord,and tathis match; 

Lhold me highly Honoured of your Grace, | 

And herein hight of Rome to Sarwrnine, . 

King and Commander of our common weale, 

T he wide worlds Emperour, doe 1 conſecrate 

My (word, my Chariot, and my Priſoners, 

Preſents well worthy Romesimperious Lord: 

Recctuethem then, the tribute that Lowe, 

Minc honours Enfignes humbled at thy feete, 
Saturnine, T hankes Noble Titss Father of my life, 

How proude I am of thee and of thy gifts 

Rome ſhall record and whenT doe " Afi 

The leaſt oftheſe ynſpeakeabledeſerts, 

Romans forget your Fealtic to me, 
Titue, Now Madam are you priſonerto an Emperour. 

Tohimthat for your honour and your ſtate, 

VVill vieyou Nob'!y,and your followers. 

Seternine. A 2oodly Lady truſtme ofthe hue, 

T hatI would chooſe were Ttochooſe anc: 

Cleare vp faireQueecne that-cloudy countenance, 


ue 
Though Des Mkarh wrought this change of cheas 


Thou comſt not te be made a fcorneinRome, 
Princely ſhall be thy vſage cuerice waie = 

Reſt on my word,andlet notdiſcontent, 

Daunt al your hopes, Madamhe comforts you, 
Can make you greater thanthe Queene of Gorhe?, 


Bz Lawinis, | 
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Themoſt Lamentab 


Lauizia you arenot diſpleaſde with this, 

[ axinia, Not] my Lord, fith truc Nobilitie, 
V Varrants theſe wordsin Princely curtefie, 

Saturnine, Thanks ſweeteLaumia,Romans let vs goe, 
Raunſomles here we ſet our priſoners free, | 
Proclaime our Honours Lords with Trumpe and Drum, 

Baſſmanus, Lord Titus by your leaue, this maidis mine. 

T:t#us. How fir,are youin carnelſt then my Lord? 

Baſcianns. 1 Noble Titus andreſolude withall{ 

To doomy felfe this reaſon and this right.” 
Marcus, Sunum cuiqum is our Romaneluſice, 
Fhis Princein iuftice ceazeth bur his owne, 
Lucias, And that he will, and ſhall if Laciasliue, 
Titas, Traitorsauaunt, whereis the Emperoursgard? 
rreaſon my Lord, Laxinia is ſurprizde, 
Saternine, Surprizde, by whom? 
Ba ſcian HS. By him that wſtly may, 
Beare his betrothde from all the world away, 

AMutins, Brothers, heipeto conuay her hence away, 
And with my {word ]lekeepe this doore ſafe, 

Titus, Follow my Lord,and Ileſoone bring her backe, 

Mutius, My Lord you palle not here, 

Titus, What villaine boy, barſt me my way in Rome? 

AMntins, HelpeLacins,helpe, | 

Lecizs, My Lard you arevamuft,and morethan(o, 


gedie 


 Inwrongfull quarrel! you haue ſlaine yourſonne, 


Titus, Nor thou,nor he,arc any ſonnes of mine, 
My ſonnes would neuer fo diſhanour me, 
T raitorreſftore Lavinia tothe Emperour, 
Lecius, Deadif you will, but notto be his wife, 
T hat is anothers lawfull promiſt loge, _ 
Enter aloft the Emperour with Tamora andher two 
ſonnes ard Aronthemoore. 


| _ Emperour, No T itas,no,the Emperour necdes hernot, 


Ner her,nor theenor any of thy ſtocke: I 
? E 
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of Titus Andronicus. 


Vetruſtby leyfare,himechat mocks me once, 
T hee neuer, nor thy traiterous hawtie ſonnes, 
Confederates all thus to dithonour mee, 
© VVas none in Rome to make a ſtale 
But Satrrnine? Full well Ardronicus 
Agrectheſe deeds with thatprowd braggeof thine, 
That ſaidit I begd the Empire at thy hands, 
Tir#s O mon{irous, what reprochfull words are theſe? 
Saturn, But goe thy waics,goc gue that changing piece, 
To him that floriſht for her with hs {word: 
A vahant ſonne in law thou ſhalt inioy, 
Onefitto bandie with thy, Jawleſle ſonnes, 
Toruffle in the Common-weakh of Rome, 
Titus, Theſe words areraſorstomy wounded hart, 
Satur. And therfore lonely T amoraQueene of Gothes, 
That like the ſtatelie Thebe mongit her Nymphs, 
+ Dot ouerſhine thegallanſt Dames of Rome, 
It thou bepleaſde with this _ ſodaine choiſe, 
Behold I choofe thee Tamora tor my Bride, 
And will create thee Empereſle of Ronee, 
SpeakeQueeneof Gothes doſt thou applaud my choſe? 
Andherefſſweare byallthe Romane Gods, 
Sith Prieſt andholy water are {oneere, 
And tapers burne fo bright,and euerything 
Inreadinesfor Hymenens ſtand, 
I will not reſalute the ſtreets of Rome, 
Orclime my Pallace, tillfrom forth this place, 
I lead eſpowſde my Bride along with mee, 
Tamora, And herein ſightof heauento Rome I ſfweare, 
If Satwrnme aduauncetheQueene of Gothes, 
Shee will ahandmaide be to his defires, 
Alouing Nurſe,a Mother to his youth, eB 
Sar, Aſcend faire Queene: PantheanLords accompany FS 
Your Noble Emperourand his louciie Bnde, 
Scutby the Heauens for Prince Satwrnine, 


VVholc 
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The moſt Lamentable Tr 


agedic 
V Vhoſenidomehath her Fortune conquered, 
There ſ}-all we e con/ummate curſpouſall rites, 
Exennt Onmns, 
Titus, Tamnot bid towait'yponthisbnide, | 
Titus when wert thou wont to watkealone, 
Dzihonoured thus and challenged ofwrongs, 
Enter Marcusand Titus ſouner, 
Alareas. O Titnslees: O lee what thanhaſt done 
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. Ina bad quarrel|{lainea vertuous ſonne, 


Titus, No'fooliſh Tribune, no: No fonne of mine, 
Nor thou, nor theſe, contederatesin the:deede, 
That hath diſhonoured all our Famnlie, 
Vnworthy brother,andvnworthy ſonnes. 
| Lucens, Put letvs give ſifm buriall as becomes, 
Give Maci vs butiall with our bretheren, 
T#tms, T raitors away, herelts notin this toombeer 
This monumentftue I undreth yeares hath ſtood, 
V Vhich I have ſumptucuſſſicrecdified: 
I: erc nore but ſouldiers and Romes (eruttors 
Repolc in fame: None balelyſlaine11 brauleg 
Buric him where you-can he comes nothere, 
Marcus, My Lord this is impictie inyou, 
My Nephew Afntins deedes doo pleadfor him, 
Hemuſt be buried with his brethren, 
Titus two ſonnes ſpeakers, 
And ſhall or him wee will accompame , 
Titas. And ſhall, what villaine was it ſpake thatword? 
T itws ſonne ſpeakes , 
He that would vouchitan any place but here,' 
Titus, VVhat would you bune him in my deſpight? 
UMHarcus, No Noble Tirusr,but intreat of thee, 
To pardon Matins and to bury him, 
Titus, Marcus : Euen thou haſtſtroke ypon my Creſt, 
And with theſe boyes mine honour thou haſt wounded, 


My toes I doc repute you cuene one, . 
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of Titus Ancfonicus, 
So trcuble me no more,but ger you gone, 
3.Sonne, He1s not with himſelfe let vs withdraw. 
2. Sonne, NotT till Hmtizs bones be buried, 
The brother and the ſonnes knetle. | 
Marcus. Brother,for in that name doth nature pleade, 
2, ſoxine, Father,and inthat name doth nature ſpeake, 
Titus. Speake thouno more,if all the reſt will ſpeede, » | 
Marcus, Renowmed Titus ,more than halfe my (oule, 
Lucms, Dearefather,ſoule andſubſtance of ys all, 
Marcus Suffer thy brother Marcas to interre, 
His Noble Nephew here in vertues neſt, 
That diedin hunour and Laxvinias cauſe, 
T hou arta Romane, be not barbarous: 
The Greeks vpon aduilc did burie Hyax 
rhatſlew himlelfe :and wiſe Laertesſonne, 
Did gratiouſlie plead forhis Fuaeralls: 
Letnotyoung Afmtixs then that was thy 10y, 
Be bard his entrance here, 
Tiras, Riſe Afarcas,riſe, 
'Thediſmallt day is this that ere I ſaw, 
To bediſhonoured by my ſonnes in Rome; 
Well burie him, and burie me thenexr, | 
' they put him'in the tombe. (friends, 
Lucius, Thercliethy bones ſwecte Xutires with thy = 
T ll wee with Trophees doo adorne thy tombe: | 
they all kneele and ſay, 
No man ſhed teares for Noble Hutins, 
He liues in fame,that dide in vertues cauſe. 
Exu all but Marcus and Titas, 
CHMarcus, My Lord toflepout of theie dririe dumps, 
How comes it that the ſubtile Queene of Gorhes, 
Is of aſodaine thus aduaunc'dinRome, 
Titans. I knownot Marcns,butl know it is. 
(V Vhether by deuiſe or no,the heauens cantell,) 4 
F: Is ſhee notthen beholdivg to the man, | "my 
3 | \C That ; | ' 
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Themcot Lamentable T ragedie 


That brought herfor this 1.igh good turne lo farpe, 


' Enter the Emperour, Tamora ]{ Enter at the otber doore 


and her two ſonnes , with the > Baſcianus and Lauinia, 
Aoore at one doore. with others, | 


Saturnine, So Baſciazns,you haueplaid your prize, 
Godgiue youioy fir of yourgallant Bride, 

Baſcianus. And youof yours my Lord,I ſay no more, 
Nor wiſh noleſſe,and fo [ take my leaue, 

Saturnine. Traitorif Rome haue law,or we hauepower, 
Thowandthy faQion ſhall repent this Rape, 

Boſſianus, Rape call youit my Lordto ceaze my owne, 
My true betrothed loue,and now my wie: 
But let the lawes of Romedetermine all, 
Meane whileam I poſleſt of that is mine, 

Saturnine, Tisgood (ir, you are verieſhort with vs, 
Butit weliue,weele beas ſharpewith you, 

Baſcianus, My Lord what I hauedoneasbeſt I may, 
Anſwere I muſt,and ſhall doo with my life, 
Onely thus much I giue your Grace toknow, 
By all the dueties that I owe to Rome, 
T|:;z3 Noble GentlemanLordTitar here, 
Ts in opinion avdin honour wrongd, 
Thatin the reſcueof Laxinia, 
VViehh1sownehand did (lay his youngeſt ſonne, 
Inzealetoyou, and highly moudeto wrath, 
To be controw!ld in thathe frankelie gaue, 
Receaue himthen to fauour Saturnine, 
That hath exvreſt himſelfe 1nall his deeds, 
A father and a friend totheeand Rome, 

Titus, Prince Baſciannsleauetopleade my deeds, 
Tis thou,and thoſe, that haue diſhonoured me, | 
Rome and therightcous heauens be my iudge, 


HowThaucJoude andhonoured Satwrnine, | 


Tamor #z 
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of Titus Andronicuns. 


TAM0Y A. My worthy Lord,if cucer T4rora, | 
V Vere gratious in thoſe Princelie cies of thine, Yi] | 
Thenheare meſpeakeindifferently for all: ; 
Andat my ſute ({weete) pardon what is paſt, 
Saturnine, V V hat Madam be diſhonoured openly, [' 
And balclie put it vp withoutreuenge, 
Tamora, Not ſo my Lord,the Gods of Rome forfend. 
| ]1 ſhould be Authourto diſhonour you, 
Buton mineho:10ur dare] vndertake, 
; For good Lord 7itwsinnocenceinall, 4 
V Vhole {urie not diſſembled ſpeakes his griefes: = 
Then at my ſute looke gratiouſlie on him, - 
Looſe not ſo noblea friend on vaineſuppole, 
Nor with ſowre looks affli&t his gentleharr. N 
My Lord: Be rulde by me, bewonne at laſt, 4 
Diſſemble all your griefes and diſcontents, 
| You are butnewlieplanted in yourThrone, 
J Leaſt then the people ,and Patricians too, 
Vpon aiuſt ſuruay take Titxs part, 
And ſv ſupplant you for ingratitude, 
V Vhich Rome reputestobe ahainous finne, 
Yeeldat intreats: and then letmealone, 
Tle find adayto maſlacrethemall, 
And race their faction and their familie, , 
| The cruell father,and his traiterous ſonnes, 
'To whom Ifuedfor my deare ſonnes life , 
And make them know what tis toletaQueene, | 
Kneelcinthe ſtreets and begge for grace in vane. |S 
Come,comeſweete Emperour, (come eAvaronicns:) | 
Take vp this good old man,and cheare the hart, | E 
That dies in tempeſtof thy angrie frowne. : 
Saturnine, Riſe Titus riſe,ny Empreſle hath preuaild, 
Titxs, Ithankeyour Maicſtte, and hermy Lord, 
Theſe words, theſe looks, infuſenew hfe in me. $- 
Tamora, Tits] amincorporatein Rome, | 4 
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Themoſt Lamentable Travedie . 
il A Roman now adopted happilie, oa | 
Mn © And muſt aduiſe the Emperour for his good, 
Pl *; his day all quarrels die eAudrenices. | 
| Andletitbemine honour good my Lord, 
That I have reconciled your friends and you, 
For you Prince Baſſianns I haue paſt | 
My word and pronule to the Emperour, 
That you will be more nulde and tratable, 
| And fearenot Lords,and you Laxinia, 
* By my aduiſeall humbledon your knees, | 
You ſhall aske pardonof his Maieſtie, 4 
VYcedoo,and vowe to Heauenandtohis Highnes, = | 
> That what wee did,was mi'd ieas we might, 
Tendring ourfiiters honour and ourowne, 
M zrcus. That onminehonourhere dool proteſt, 
| Saturnine, Away,andtalke not,trouble vs no more, 
: Tamora.Nay,nay {xect Empe:or,we muſt all befriends, 
The Tribune and his Nephews kneele for grace, 
] willnot bedenicd, ſweete hart looke backe.. 
Saturnine, Narcus, for thy ſake,and thy brothers here, 
x Andat my louche Tamoras intreats, oo 
EY T do remit thee young mens hainous faults, 
| Stand vp: Lawinia though youleft me likea Churle, 
I found a friend, andſureas death I ſwore, I 
] would not parta Batchiler from the Prieſt, ! 
, Comeif the Emperours Cour: can feaſt ewoBrides, 
You are my gueſt Laxinia and your friends: R 
This daie ſhall be a loue-daic T amera. wy 
. Titzs, To morrowandit pleaſe your Mateſtie, 
| Tohuntthe Panther andthe Hart with me, 
bo + YVVithhorneand hound, weele give your grace bon jour... 
(| | | Saturnine, Be it ſo Titus andgramercie too, Exennr, 
ſound trumpets , manet Maore. 
eAron, Now climeth T amora Olympus toppe, 
; Safe out of fortunes ſhot,and fitsalofr,. | 


Secure 
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of-T itu3 Andronicus,. 


Secure of thunders cracke or lightning flaſh, 
Aduaunc'd aboue pa'e enviesthreatmngreach, 
As when the golden ſuune ſalutes themorne, 
And hauing gilt the Occan with his beames, 
Gallops the Zodiackein his gliſtering Coach, 
And ouer-looks the higheſt piering hills, 
So T amora. 
Vpon her wit doth earthly honour wait, 
And vertue ſtoops andtrembles at hertrowne, - 
Then Aronarme thy hart,and fit thy thoughts, 
To mount aloft with thy Emperiall Miſtris, 
And mount herpitch, whom thou in triumph long - 
Haſt priſoner held,fettred in amourouschames, 
Andfaſter bound to Arens charming cies, 
Than is Prometheus tide to ( aucaſus, 
Away with ſlauiſh weedes and ſeruile thoughts, 
I will be bright and ſhine in pearleand golde, 
To wait ypon this new made Empereſle, 
To wait ſaid 1? to wanton with thisQueene, 
This Goddeſle,this Semerimis,this Nymph, 
This Syren that wil] charme Romes S aturnive, 
And lee his ſhipwracke,and his Common-weales, 
Hollo,what ſtorme is this? 
Enter Chiron and Demetrins braning, 
| edoe, 
Demetrins. Chiron thy yeares wants wit,thy - wants 
And tnanners to intrude where] amoracd, 
And may for ought thou knoweſt afteed bee, 
Chiron. Demetrius,thou doſt ouerweenein all, 
And fo in this,to beare me downe with branes, 
Tis not the difference of a yeare or two- 
Makes meleſſe grodloynne thee more fortunate: 


_— —_—_— 


 TIamasableand asfit as thou, | 
Toſcruc,and to deſerue my Miſtris grace, 


Andthat my ſword ypon thee ſhallapproue, 
C3. And 
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fi Andplcad my paſſions tor Lavinia loue, (peace. 
' vg Moore, Clubs, Clubs, thele ] | 
4 ! ; , thele louers will not keepe the 


Demetrins, Why boy,olthough our mother(ynaduiz d) 
Gaucyoua daunſingRapier by yourſide, 
Arc you lo deſperate growne to threat yourfriends: | 
Goe too : hauc yourlath glued within yourſheath, 
Till you know better how to handle it, 
Chiron, Meane while fir, with the liteleskill I have 
Full well ſhalt on perceive how much I dare, 
| Demetrins, Tboy,growyeeſobraue? the ; 
Moore. V Vhy wt _ Lords? __ 
So neere the Emperours Pallacedare yee drawe, 
And mnaintaineſuch a quarre!l openlie? 


Full well ] or che ground of all this grudpe, 
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I would not for a million of gold, 
The cauſe were knowneto them it moſt concernes, 
Nor would your Noble Mother formuch more, 
Be ſo diſhonouredin the Court of Rome, 
For ihameput vp. 
Demetrius, Not I tillIhaneſheathd, 
My Rapierin his boſome,and withall 
Thruſt thoſe reprochfullſpeeches downe his throat, 
That he hath breathd in my diſhonour here, 
Chiron, For that I am prepard,and full reſolude, 
Fowle ſpoken Coward,that thundreſt with thy tongue, 
And with thy weapon nothing darlt perform, 
Moore, Away I ſay, 
#* | . Now by the Gods that warlike Gotbes adore, 

This pettie brabble will vndoo ys all: 

| VVhy Lords, andthinke you not how dangerous 

It is toret ypon a Princes right? 

VVhatis Laxiniathen become ſolooſe, 

Or Baſcianus {o degenerate, 

That for her loueſuch quarrelsmay be brocht, 


V Vithout controuleme:it,ultice,orreuenge, 
Young 


of I itus Andronicus, 


Young Lords beware, and ſhoufdthe Empreſſe know, 
This difcordsground,the mufickxe would nor pleaſe, 
(iron, Icarenot I, knew thee'and all theworld, 
Tloue Laniniz more than all the world, (choiſe, 
Dewetrins,Yongling learnethou to make ſomemeaner 
[ axintais thine elder brothers hope, 
Moore, V Vhy are ye mad? orknow yeenot in Rome, 
How furiousandimpatient they bee, 
And cannot brooke competitors in loue? 
Ite!l you Lords,you doo butplotyour deaths, 
By this deviſe, 
(iron, Aron, Athoufand deaths would I propoſe, 
To atchiue her whom Tloue, 
Aron, Toatchiue her how? 
Demetrins, V Vhy makes thouit ſoſtrange? 
Sheeis a woman,therefore may be woode, 
Shee isa woman,thereforemay be woonne, 
Shee 15 Le#inia,therefore mult be loude, 
V Vhat man,more water glideth by the mill 
Than wots the Millerof,and eafie it is, 
Of acut loafe to {teale a ſhinewe know: 
Though Baſcianusbe the Emperours brother, 
Better than he haue worne Vulcens badge, 
Moore, I andas good as Satwrninus may, (courtir, 
Demetrius, Then why ſhould he diſpaire that knows to 
V Vith words,faire looks,and liberalitie. 
V Vhat haſt not thou full often troke a Doe, 


And borne hercleanlic by the Keepers noſe? 
* Moore, VVhy thenit ſeemes ſome certaine ſnatch, or fo 


VVould ſerue your turnes, 
Chiron, Ifo theturne wereſerued, | 
Demetrius, Aronthouhaſt hitit, | 
Moore, V Vould you had hitir too, ; 

Thenſhould not we be tirde withthis adoo, 


VVhy harkc ye,harke ye,and are youſuch fooles 
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That bothihould ſpeede, 


'$10agle you thicherthen this daintie Doe, 


To villanie and vengeance conlecrate, 
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The moſt La mentable Trabedie 


Tolſquarefer this : wouldirt offend you then © 


Chiron, Faithnot-mc, c 

- Demetrius, Nor meſo | were one, 

eAron, For ſhame befriends,andioine for thar you tar, 
Tis pollicic and {tratageme mult doo 
T hat you affe,and ſo muſt you reſolue, 
That what you cannot as you would atchine, 
You muſt perforce accompliſh as you may: 
Take this of mee, Lxcrece was not more chaſt 
Than this Lawinia, Baſciannsloue, 
A ſpecdier courſe this lingring languiſhmenr 
Mult we purſue, and I haue foundthe path: 


| My Lordsa folemne huntingis in hand, 


Therewill the louclic RomaneLadeies troope; 
The forre(t wa!ksare wide and ſpatious, 
And many vnfrequented plots there are, 
Fitted by kindetor rape and villanie: £7 | 


And ſtrike her home by force,if not by woras, 
This waie or notatall,ſtand youin hope, 
Come,come,our Empreſle withher ſacred wit 


VVill weacquaine withall what weintend, 

And ſhee ſhall file our engines with aduiſe, 

T hat will not ſuffer you to ſquare yourſelues, 

Bueto your wiſhes hight aduaunceyou both, 

The Emperours Court is like the houſe of fame, 

The Pallace full of tongues,of cies,andeares: 

The woods are ruthles,dreadfull,deafe,and dull: 

There ipcake,and ſtrike braue boies,and take your turis, 

There ſerue your Juſt ſh.idowed from heauens cle, 

And reucllin Lanimia treaſurie, | by 

Chiron, Thy ccunfe!} Lad {mels of no cowardize, 

Demetrins, Sit fas aut nefas,tull I findethe {treame, 


TO 


22528 


of Titus Andronicus. 


To coole this heate,a charme to calme theſe fits, ' 
Per Stigia,per manes Vehor, 
Excunt , 


Exter Titus Andronicus, #»d hs three ſonnes, 
making 4noiſe with hounds & bornes, BW. 
Titus, The hunt is vp the Moone is bright andgray, "'P 
T hefields arefragrant,and the woods are greene, F- 
Vncouple here,and let ys make a bay, | = | 
And wake the Emperour,a'd his louelie Bride, 
And rowzethe Prince,and ning a Hunters peale, 
T hat all the Court may ecchowith thenoile, x x 
Sonnes let ic be your charge, as itis ours, x ; 
Toattend the Emperours perſon carcfullie: 
I haue beene troubled in my {leepethis nighr, 


Burt dawning day new confcrt hath inſpirde, 


Here acrie of Hounds , and windhornes in a peale : then 


enter Sacurninus, Tamoia, Baſcianus, Lauinia , Chiron, 
DD emerrius, aud theire Attendants, 


T:u9, Many good morrowes toyour Maieſtic, 
Madam to you as many,and as good, 
I promiſed your Grace a Hunters peale, 
Saturnine, And youhaue rungitluſtilie my Lords, 
SUmewhat toocarlic for new married Ladies, 
Baſcianus, Laninia, how ſay you? (more, 
Laxi, I ſayno :Ihaue been broad awake,two howres & 
Satarnine, Come on then, horſe and Chariots let vs haue, 
Andto ourſport : Madam, now ſhall ye ſee, | 
OurRomanc hunting, | 
Marcss. I haueDogges my Lord, 
VVill rouze the prowdeſt Panther in the Chaſe, 
And clime the higheſt promontarie topp. 
Titans, And I hauc horſe will follow where the game 
6 D Makes 
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M k:s way, and rinnes !il:c fwallowes orethe plaine, 
Demerri's, Chiron el,utitnot we, with horſe nor hound 
Bur hope toplucke ad intic Doe to ground, Exeunt. 
Enter Aron alone. | 
Moore, He thathad wit, would thinke that I had none, 
To burieſo much gold vnderatrce, | 
Andneuer after to inheritit, 
Let mmthatthinks of meſo abicflie, | 
K now that this gold mult coine a ftratageme, 
V Vhichcunniogliceffeed will beget, 
 Avcriecxcellent peece of villanie: 
And ſorepole ſweetgold for their vnreſt, 
That hauc theit almes out of: the Fmpreſle Cheſt, 


Themoſt LamentableTr 


Enter Tamora alone to the Moore, '& 
Tamora, Mylouclic Aron,wherefore lookſt thou ſad , 
V'Vhen eueric thing dorhmakea glectull boſt? 
The birds chaunt melodie on cueric buſh, 
The ina kes lies rolled inthe chearefull ſunne, 
The greene leaues quiuer with the cooling winde, 
And] make acheckerd ſhadow on the ground: 
' Vader their ſweet ſhade, Aronlet vs fic, 
And whilſt the babling eccho mocks the hounds, 
Replying ſhrillie to the well tun'd hornes, 
As if a double hunt were heardat once, 
Let vs fit downeand marke thcir yellowing noyle: 
And after conflitſuch as was ſuppoſde 
The wandring Princeand Dids once inioyed, 
V Vhen witha happie ſtorme they were ſurpriſde, 
And curtaind witha counſaile-keeping Caue, 
VVe may cach wreathedin the others armes, 
(Our paſtimes done,) polleſſe agolden ſlumber, 
VVhiles hounds and hornes,and ſweete mellodious birds 
Bevnto ysas isa Nurces ſon / Uw 


Of Lullabic, to bring herB bes fleepe; 
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of Titus Andronicus. 
Moore. Maddam, though Vexnr gouerne your deſires, 


Saturneis dominatorouermine: 

V Vhat ſignifies my deadlie ſtanding ete, 
My fileace,ann my clowdie melanchotie, 

My fleece ofwollic haire that now vacurles, 
Eucn as an adder when ſhee doth vnrawle, = - 
To doo ſome fatall execution, = | 
No Maddam,theſe are no veneriall ſignes, < 
Vengeance isin my hart,death in my hand, 

Blood and reuenge are hammering in my head, 

Harke Tawora the Empreſle of my ſoule, | 
Which neuer hopes more heanen than reſts in thee, 

This 1s the daie of doometor Baſſiansr, Un 
His Philome! muſt loole her tongue to daie, L 
Thy ſonnes make pillage of her chaſttitie, = 1 
And waſhtheir hands in Baſcijansus blood, ' 
Sceſt thou this letter? take it vp I pray thee, 4 
and giue the king thisfarall plotted ſcrowles sf 
Now queſtion me no more we arceſpied, | 
Here comes aparcell of our hopeful Ibootie, x 
'V Vhich dreads not yet their liues deſtryRion, 'F 


Enter Baſcianus/and Lauinia, 
Tamores. Ah my ſweete Moore,ſweeterto me than life; 
Moore, No more great Empreſle, Baſcianus comes, 
Be croſle with him,and Ile goe fetch thy ſonnes 
To backe thy quarrels what ſoere they bee, 
Baſcianus, who haue we here? Romes Royall Empreſſe, 
V nfurniſhtof her well beſcenung troope? 
Oris it Dias habited like her, 
V Vho hath abandoned her holie groues, 
Tolſce the generall hunting in this Forreſt? 
Tamora, Sawcie controwler of mypriuate ſteps, 
Had I the powre thatſome ſay Dian had, d 
Thy temples ſhould be planted preſentlie, 
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The moſt Lamentable Tragedie 
V Vith hornes as was Ateons, andtle hounds, 
Should driuc ypon thy new transformed iimbe s, 
+. Vamannerly intruder as thouart, 

þ Lanines, V nder your patience gentle Empreſſe, 
. Tisthought you hauc a goodly gittin honing, 
 Andto be doubted that your Aoore and you, 

Are fingled forth to trie thy experimens; 

Ioue theeld your husband from his hounds to day, 

Tis pittie they ſhould take /himfora $ tag, 

Baſſianus, Belecue meQueene yourſwartie Cymerion, | 

Doth make your honour ofthis bodies hue, 

Spotred, deteſted, and abhaminable, 

V'Vhy are youſequeſtred from all your traine, 

Diſmounted from your ſnow white goodly Rteede, 

And wandred hither :oan vbureplor, 

Accompanied but with a barbarous Afoore, 

If fouledefire had not conduRted you? = 
Laxinia, And being intercepted in yourſport, 

Grcat reaſon that my Noble Lord be rated 

For ſaufines, I pray youlet vs hence, 

And let her joy her Raucn culloured loue, 

This valie fitts the purpoſe paſſing well. 

Baſſ. The King my brother ſhall haue notice ofthis, 

LauiniaT, for thele ſlips haue made himnotedlong, 
Good King tobe ſo mightily abuled, 

Ougene, V Vhy Thaue patience toindure all this, = 
251 Enter Chiron and Demetrins, (Mother, 
, _ - Demet, Hownowdeareſoueraigne, and our gratious 
| V Vhy doth your highnes looke ſo pale and wan? 

| Qeene, Haue ] notrealon thinke you to looke pale, 
Theſe two hauc ticed me hither to this place, 
A barren, deteſted vale you ſeeitis, 
The trees thoughſummer yet forlorne and leane, 
Ouercome with moſle and balefull miſlelto, 
Here ncuer ſhines the ſunne, here nothing breeds, 
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_ of Titus Andronicus, 


Valeſſethe mghtly Owleor fata!! Rauen: 

And when they ſhowd me thisabhorred pit, 
They told me hereat dead time ofthe nighr, 

A thouſand feends, a thouſand luffing ſnakes, 
Ten thouland ſwelling toades,as manie vrehins, 
V Vould make ſuch fearefu}land confuled crics, 
As any mortall body hearing it 

Should (trait fall mad,or els die ſuddainely, 

No ſooner had they told this helliſh tale, 

Bu ſtrait they told me they would binde me here, 
Vato the body ofa diſmal] Ewghe, 
Andleaue me to this miſerable death, 
And then they calde me foule adultereſle, 
[auicious Goth, and all the bittercſt-tearmes, 
'T hat cuer eare did heareto ſuch effect. 
Andhadyou not by wondrousfortune come, 
This vengeance on me had they executed: 
Reuenge1t as you love your Mothers|ife, 

Or be yeenot hence forth cald my Children, 


: 
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Demetrins. T lis is a witnes that Iam thy ſon. ftab him.” 
Chi Andthis for me ſtruckhome,to ſhew my ſtrength. 


Lawinia. I come Semerams, nay |barbarous Tamora, 
Fornoname fits thy nature but thy owne, 


Tamora, Giue me the poynard,yqu ſhall know my boies, 


Your Mothers handſhall nght your Mothers wrong, 


Demetrius.Stay Madame here is more belongs toher, 


Firlt thraſh the corne, then after burne the raw: 
'T his minion Rood ypon her chaſtitie, 
Vpon her Nuptiall yow, herloyalne, 
And with that painted hope, braues your mightenes, 
And ſhall the carrie this vnto her graue, 
Chiron. And if ſhedoe, I wouldI were an Euenuke, 
Dug ho herhusband to ſome ſecret hole, 
And make hisdead trunke pillow toour luſt, 


Tamora, But when yec haue the honie we deſire, 


D 3 Le 


4 we 
—__—_ 


"=Y 
_ 
1 
” 
- 
: 
: 


| , WET » 2 " —_—— \ _ & 
4 SF > 4 t£ 4 4 .M « 1%, # 4 
y ; = [Y £2 lf anne Zo. 4 « —_— 2 
299 - + WC EEC Jai td LEE ES oy i bT Sys 
- w " Y - as T waa Ay " $a. 7 " Pi "# , F # f 
> Sf wo Iu y 4*) 


"Th emoſt Lamentable Tragedie 
Let not this waſpe outlue vs both toſting, -| 
Chiron, 1 warrant you maddame we will makethat ſure; 
fl ' _ Gome Miſltris now pertorce we will enioy, 

3h  Thatnicepreſerucd honeſtic of yours, 

Lauinia, Oh T emora, thou beareſta womans face. 
Tamorse, I will not heareher ſpeakeawaic with her, 
Lavinia, Sweet Lords intreat her hearemebut a word, 
Demetrizs, Liftenfaire Maddame let it be,your glory 

Toſccherteares, but be your hart to them 

g As vnrelenting Flint to drops of raine, (dam, 

4 | Lavinia, VVhen did the Tigers young ones teach the 

| Ohdoenot learncher wrath: ſhe taught it thee, 
The Milke thou ſuck(it fron) her did turne to Marble, 
Euenat thy teat thou hadlt thy tyrranie, 
Yet cuerie Mother breeds not {onnes a like, 
Doe thouintreat her ſhewa womans pittic, (baſtard? 
{Þiron, V'Vhar would(t thou haue me proue my lcltca 
Laxinia, Tis truethe Rauen doth not hatch aLarke, 
YethaueT hard, Oh could I finde it now, 
The Lion moucd with pittice did indure, 
To hauc his Prnincelie pawes pardeall away? 
So meſay that Rauens toſter foriorne chuldren, od 
The whilſt theirowne birds famiſh in their neſts: 
Oh be tome though thy hard hart fay no, 
Nothing o kinde but ſomething pittiſfull, 
Tamera, Tknow not what it meanes, away with her, 
L avinia, :Oh let me teach thee for my Fathers ſake, 
| . Thatgauetheec |ife when well he might haue {lane thee, 
Be not obqdurate, open thy deafe yeares, 
T amora. Hadit thou in perſon nere offended mee, 

Euen for his ſake am I pittileſle, 

Remember boyes I powrd forth tearesinvainc, .*%. 

To faue your brothet from the facrifice, | 

But tearce eAndronicas would not relent, 

Therelore away with her, and yſe heras you will, 
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of Titus Andronicus, 


The worſe to her the better lou?d of mee. 
Laninia, OhTamora becallda Gentle Queene, 
And with thine owne hands kill mein this place, 
For tis not lite that 1 haue begdo long , 
Poore | was (laine when Baſcianus dide, (goe? 
T amora, V Vhat beg(t chou then fond womanlet me 
Lavinia, Tis preſent death | beg, andone things more, 
That woman-hood denies my tong totell, : 
Ohkeepe me from there worſethan killing luſt, 
Andtumble meinto ſomelothſome pit, OY 
V Vhere never mans eye may behold my bodie, 
Doe this and be a charitable murderer, 
Tamora. Soſhould Irob my ſweet ſonnes of their fee, 
No letthem fatiſhiee theirluſt on thee, 
Demetrins, away for thou halt ſtaide ys here too long. 
Lawinia, No grace,no womanhood,ah beaſtly creature, 
The blotand enemie to our generall name, 


Confuſion fall (huſband, 
Chiron, Nay then lle ſto? your mouth, bring thou her 


Thisis the hole where Aron bid ys hide him, 
Tamora, Farewell my ſons, ſee that you make her ſure, 
Nere let my hart know metry cheare 1adeede, 
Till all the Andyoricie be made away; 
Now will I hence toſeeke my loucly Moore, 


andletmy ſpleenfull ſonnes this Trull defioure, 


Enter eAron with two of Titus ſonnes. 
Come onmy Lords the better foot before, 
Straight will I bring you tothe lothſome pit, 
VVherelcſpicd the Pantherfaſt afleepe, 
Quintns, My ſightis verie dull what ereit bodes, 
Mart, and mine Ipromiſe you, were it not for ſhame, 
VVell could Ieaue our ſport to ſleepe a while. | 
Quintus, VVhat art thoufallen what ſubcill bole is this, 
V Vhoſe mouthis coucred mithrude growing _ 
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VYpon whoſe leaues are drops of new ſhedblood, 
As treihas morning dew diftiid on flowers 
A verie fatall placeit ſcemes to mee, 
Speake brotherhaſt thou hurtthee with the fall? 

M ertius, Oh brother with the diſmalſt obie&hurt, 
That euer cie with ſight madehart lament, 

Aron, Now will I tetch the King tofinde them here, 
That he chereby may hauca likely geſle, Exit, 
How theſewere they,thatmade away his brother. 

Martins, V V hy dolt not comfortme and help meout 
From this vahollow, and blood ſtained hol e, 

©#mtus, I am ſurpriſed with an vncouthfeare, 

A clulling ſweat oreruns my trembling ioynts, 

My hart ſulpes morethan mine cie cance, 
Martizs,To proue thou haſt atrue diuining hart, 

eAron, and thoulookedowne into this den, 

And feeafearctull ſight of bloodand death, 
Quintus. Aron is gone,and my compaſlionate hart, 

Will not permit mine eyes once to behold, 

The thing where at it trembles by furmiſe: 

Oh tell me who itis, for nere till now, 


VVas Iachild to feate I know not what. AL © 
Martins, Lord Baſſianus lies bereaudiu blood; Tec 295m # Val 


[_—_ 


All ona heapelike roa {laughtered Lambe, 

In this deteſted darke blood drinking pit, 
QOnintus. If it be darke how doſt thou know tishees 

Martins, Vpon his bloody fingerhe doth weare 

A pretious ring,thatliglitens all this hole: 

VVhich like a taper in ſome monument, 

Doth ſhine vpon the dead maas carthy checkes, 

Andihewes the ragged 1atralsofthis pit: 

So pale did ſhine the Moone on Priamus, 

V Vhen heby nightlay bathd in Maiden blood, 

O Brotherhelp me with thy faiating hand, 

Itfeare hath madethee faint as me ut hath, 
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of Titus Andronicus, 
Out of this felldcuouring receptacle, 
As hatefull as Qcit#smiltie mouth, 
Qume, Reach me thy hand, that I may heſpe thee our 
Or wanting ſtrength to doe thee fo much 200d, 
1 may be plucktinto the lwallomng wombe, 
Ofthisdeepe pit, poore Baſranuegrauc: 
I haue no ſtrength to plucke thee to the brinck, 
Martins, Nor noſtrength to ciime without thy help, 
O «int. Phy hand once more, I will not looſe againe, 


Tili thouart here aloft or | belowe: 
Thou canſt not come to me, I come to thee, 


3 


Encer the Emperonr and eAron, 
the Moore, 


Saturninus, Along with me, Heſce what hole is here, 
And whatheis that nowis leapt intoit, 
Say who are thou that lately didſt deſcend, 
Into this gaping hollow of the earth. 
eMartins, The ynhappie ſonnes of old eAndrenicas, 
Brought bither ina moſt vnluckie houre, 
Tofinde thy brother Bafſianus dead, 

Saturninus, My brother dead, I know thou doft but 
| HeandhisLadie bothareatthelodge, (ieſt, 
V pon the north {ideof this pleaſant chaſe, | 
Tis not an houre ſince [left them there. 

Mart, V Veknow not where you left them alla liue, 
Bucout alas, here haue we found him dead, 


Enter Tamora, Andronicus and LACS, 


Tamora, V V here is my Lord the King? 
King. Here Tamora, though griudewith killing griefe, 
Tamora, V V here is thy brother Baſſtanns? 
King, Now tothe bottomedoſt thou ſearch my wound, 
E Poore 
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Poore Baſſraxns here lies murthered, 

Tamora. Theu all too lateT bring this fatall writ, 
The complot of this timelefle Tragedic, x 
Andwonder greatly that mans facecanfo!d, 

I: pleaſing {mules ſuch murderous tyrranie, 
She giueth Saturnine alctter, 


Saturuinus reads theletter, 


endif wee miſſe to meete him handſ/omelie, 
Sweet huntſman,Baſſianus tis we meane, 

Doe thou ſo much as dig the graue for him, 

7 hon knoWſt our meaning looke for thyreward, 
e-{mongthe Nettlcsat the Elder tree, 

Which ouer ſhades themonth of that ſame pit, 
Where we decreedtoburie Baſſtanus, 


Doe this andpurchaſe vs thy laſting frienas, 


King, Oh Tamora was cuer heard the like, 
This isthe pit, andthis the Eldertree, 
LookeSirs if you canti"de che huntſman out, 
That ſhould have murthered Baſſtanys here, 
Aren, My gratious Lord hereis the bag ofgold, 


King, Twoofthy whe)ps;fell curs of bloody kinde, 


Hauc here bereft my brother ct luslife: 

Sirs drag them fromthe pit vntothe priſon, 
T herelet them bide vatillwe haue deuiſd, 
Some neuerhard of tortering paine for them, 


Tam, V 'Yhatare they in this pit, Oh wondrous thing! 


How eafily murder ts diſcouercd, 

Titus, High Emperour, vpon my feeble knee, 
T beg this boone, with teares not lightly ſhed, 
That thisfell fault ofmy accurled fonnes, 
Accurſed , ifthe faults be proud in them. 
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T:1#s, I did my Lord, yet let me be thcir baile, 

or by my Fathers reuerent toombe 1 vowe, 
They thall be ready at yourhighnes will, 
Toantwere their {ui{pition with their liues. 

King, Thou ſhaltnot baile them,ſeethoufollow me, 
Some bring the murthered body, ſome the murtherers, 
Let them not ſpeakeaword the guiltis plaine, 

For by my ſoule,were there worle end than death, 
That end vpon them ſhould be executed, 
Tamora , eAndronicasIwillintreatthe King, 
Feare not thy ſonnes,they ſhall doe well enough. 
Titus, Come Lacinscome, {tay not to talke with them 


Enter the Empreſſe ſonnes with Lauinia, her handes 
cnt off and her tongue cut out rawuiſht, 


Deme, \So now gatell andifthy tongue can ſpeake, 
V Vho ewas that cut thy tongue and rauitht thee. | 
Chi, VVritedowne thy minde bewray thy meaning fo, 
Ard if thy ſtumpes will let thee play the ſcribe, 
Deme,Sechow with ſignes and tokens ſhe can ſcrowle, 
Chi, Goe home, call tor ſweet water waſh thy hands. 
Demet. She hath no tongue to call,nor hands to waſk? 
And ſo lets leauc her to her ſilent walkes, 
Chi. And tweremy cauſ(e,I ſhould gochang mylſelfe, 
 Dmet,Ifthou hadſt hands to helpe thee knit the corde, 


Exennt, 
Enter Marcus from hunting, 
VVhois this,my Neece that flies away ſofaft, 
Coſcna word, where is your huſband: | 
It Idoe dreame wouldall my wealth would wake me, 
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The moſtLamentable Tragedie 


Ea | It 1Idoe wake ſome Plannet ſtrike me downe, 
Ws | T hatT may ſlumber an cternall fleepe, 
1 $pcake gentie Necce, what ſterne yngentle hands, 
-+ Hathlapt, and hewde, and made thy body bare, 
| Ofher two branches thoſe ſweet Ornaments, 
V Vhoſe cyrcling ſhadowes, Kings haue ſought toſleepe 
Aad might not gaine ſo great a happiney (in, 
| As halfe thy louc: V Vhy doſt uot ſpeake to me? 
Alas acrimſon Ruwerot warine blood, 
Like toa bubling Fountaine ſtirde with winde, 
Doth riſe and fall betweene thy Roſedlips, 
Comming and going with thy honie breath, 
4 But ſureſome Terexs hath deflowred thee, 
*Andleſt thou ſhouldſt dete&t them cut thy tongue, 
Ah now thou turnſt awzie thy face for ſhame, 
And notwithſtanding all this loſſe of blood, 
Asfrom a Conduit with their iſſuing ſpouts, 
Yer doe thy checkes lookered as Titans face, 
| Bluil:ingro be encountred witha Clowde, 
| Shall I ipeake for tice, ſhall I fay tis ſs. 
| Qh that I knew thy hart, and knew the beaſt, 
That I mighcraile at him'to eale my minde, 
Sorrow concealed like an Ouen ſtoppt, _ | 
Doth burne the hart to cinders where it is, 
\Io Faire Philomela,why the but loſt her tongue, 
And ina techous ſamplerſowed her minde, 
Butlouely Neece,that meane1s cut from thee, 
FE Acrafaer Terexs,Colen haſt thoumetr, 
# And he hath cut thoſe pretrie fingers off, 
 _ Thatcould haue better ſowed than Pholomel. 
Mt Oh had the munſter ſecne thoſe Lillie hands, 
Wy Tremblelike aipenleaucs ypon a Lute, 
And makethe ſilken ſtrings delight to kiſle them, 
Hewould not then haue tucht themfor his lite. 


Or had heheard the heauenly Harmonic, 
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of Titus Andronicus. 


VVhichthat ſiveete ton gnchath made, 

He wouid haue dropt his knife and fell afleepe, 

As Cerberas at the T hracian Poets fecte, 

Come let vs g0e,and make thy farherblind, 

For ſucha fight wi! bliada fathers cie, 

One houres {torme will drow ne the fragrant meades, 
V Vhat wlll whole months of teares thy fathers cies? 
Doe not drawe backe for we will mourne with thee, 


Oh couldour mourning eale thy miſcric, 
Exeunt, 


Enter the Tudges and Senatonrs with Titus tw? ſornes 


bound, pasſing on the Stage tothe place of execution, and Ti- 


tus going be fore pleading, 


4 "7 
Titxs, Heare megraue Fathers, Noble i ſtay, 
For pittic of mine age, whoſe youth was ſpent 
In dangerous warres,whiiſt ycu ſecurche ſlept. 
For allmy blood in Roomes greatquarrellihed, 
For all the froſtic nights that 1 haue watcht, 
Andftfortheſe bitter teares which now you {ce, 
Filling the aged wrinclesin my cheeks, 
Be pittifullto my condemned ſonnes, 
V Vhoſle ſoules is not corruptedas tis thought. 
For twoand twentie ſonnes I neuer wep?, 
Becauſe they dicdin honours loftie bed, 21486 
Andrenicss lieth downt\, andthe Judges paſſe by him, 
For theſe, Tribunes, in theduſt I write 
My harts deepe languor,and my ſoules ſad teares: 
Let my teares ftaunch the earths dne appetite, 
My ſonnes ſivecte blood will makeit ſhame and bluſh? 
O earth I will befriend thee more with raine, 
That ſhall diſtill from theſe two auntientrumes, 


Than youthful) Aprill ſhall with all his ſhowres, 
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Themoſtlamentable Tragedie 


In fummets drought, lle drop vpon thee ſtall, 
In win.er with warme tcares [Jeme!tthe ſnow, 
And keepe eternall ſpringtune outhy face, 
So thou rctule to drinke my deare ſonnes blood, | 
Enter Lucius with his weapon drawne, 
Oh reuerent Tribunes,Oh gentle aged men 
V nbinde my {onnes,reuerle the doome of death, 
| Andlct medtay, (that neuerwept before) 
M My teares arenow preuailing Oratours, 
© Lucins, Oh Noble Fatheryou lamentin vaine, 
ws |: The T rib»nesheare you not,no man is by, 
And you recount your {orrowes to a ſtone, 
 Titns, Ah Lacinsfor thy brothers let me plead, 
Graue Tribanes,once more | intreat of you, 
Lucins, My gratious Lord,no T ribune 189Y you ſpeak, 
Titus, V Vhy tis no matter man,if they did hearc 
They would not marke me, if they did marke, 
They would not pittieme, yet pleade I mult, 
And bootleſle vnto them, 4 
\ Therefore tell my ſorrowes to the ſtones, 
who though they cannot an{were my diſtreſſe, 
Yetinſome fort they arc better than the Trebwnes, 
For that they will not1atercept my tale: | 
when I doe weepe,they humblic at my feete 
Receme my teares,and {ſeeme to weepe with me, 
0 And were they but attiredin graue weeds, 
| Romecould afford no Tribes like to thele: . 
FRM A ſtone is ſoft as waxe,Tribunes morehard than ſtones: 
wa ' + A ſtones filent,and oftendeth not, TP 
And Tribunes withtheir tongues doomemen to death. 
But whereforeſtandſt thou with thy weapon drawne? 
[acins Toreſcue my two brothers fromrheir death, 
For which attemptthe Iudges nauepronouncit,, 
My euerlaſting doome of baniſhment, 
Titus, O happice man,they haue befriended thec: X 
| | wry 
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why foo'ſh Lacins, doſtthou not perceiue 
Thac Romeis buta wildernes of tygers? 
TVgers muitpray,and Rome affords #0 pray 
Pur me and mine, how happie art thou then, 
Frem thele deuourers to be banithed, 

But who comes with our brother Marcus here? 


Exter Marcus with Laumia, 


Marcus. Titas, preparethy aged cies to weepe, | - 
Orit not fo, thy Noble hartto breake: ' 
1 bring conſuming ſorrow to thine age, 

Titas, will itconſume mec>Let me ſce itthen, 

Marcas, This was thy Daughter, 

Titus, why Marcus loſheeis. 

Luciws, Ay mee,this Obie kils mee, 

Titus, Faint-harted-boy.ariſe and looke vpon her, 
Speake Laxinea,what Scarf hand; 
Hathmadethee handles in thyfathers ſight? _ 
what foole hath added watertothe ſea? 

Or broughtafaggot to bright burning Troy? 

My griete was at thehei oI1t before thou camlſt, 

Andnow like Nytes it diſdaineth bounds, 

Giue meaſwordlle choppe oft my hands too, 

For.they haue fought for Rome, andall in yainez 

Andthey haue nurſt this woe, in feedinglites 

In bootleſſepraierhaue they beene held vp, 

| And they haue ſerudeme to effeftles vic, 

Now all the ſeruice Irequireof them, 

Is that che one will kelpetocut the other, 

Tis well Laziniathat thou haſt no hands, _ 

For hands to doe Rome ſeruiceis but yaine, : 
Lucius, Speake gentle iſter,yho hath martred thee, 
Marcus, Oh that delightfull engine of her thoughts, 
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Ts torne from forth that prettie hollow cage, 
VV.erclike a lweete mellodious bird it ſung, 
Sweete varied notes inchaunting cuerie care, 
[ acins, Ohſay thou tor her,who hath done this deed? 
Marcus. Ohthus I found her ſtrayingin the Parke, 
Secking to hide her (elfe,as doth the Deare 
That hath receaude ſome ynrecuring wound, 
Titus, It was my mani in hethat wounded her, 
Hath hurt me more than had he kild me dead: 
For now [ ſtandasone ypona rocke, 
Inuirond with a wildernes of ſea, | 
V Vhomarkesthe waxing tide, grow waue by waue, 
Expecting eucr whenſome enuicus ſurge, 
VVIll in his briniſh bowels {wallow him. 
This way to death my wretched ſonnes are gone, 
Here (tands my other ſonne a baniſht man, 
And here my brother weeping at my woes: 
But that which giues my foule the greatelt ſpurne 
Is deare Lawinia,dearer than my ſoule, 
Hadl but ſcene thy picture in thisplight, 
It would haue madded me : what ſhall I doo, 
Now I behold thy liuelie bodie fo? 
Thou halt no hands to wipe away thy teares, 
Nor tongue to tell me who hath martred chee2 
Thy husband he is dead,and for his death —_ 
Thy brothers are condeinnde,and dead by this, 
Looke Marens, Ah ſonne L xcins lookeon her, 
VVhea I did name her brothers,then freſh teares 
Stood on her cheeks, as doth the honie dew, Y 
VpT1a ga thred Lillie almott withered, (husdand, 
Harcas, Pexchance ſhee weepes becauſe they kild her 
Perchance becauſe ihce knowes them innocent. 
Titans, If they did kill thy husband thende ioyfull, 
Becauſe the Law hath tune reuenge on them. 


No,no,they would not doo lo fowle a deede, 
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of Titus Andronicus, 3H 
V Vitnesthe ſorrow that their ſiſtermakes, | 
Gentle Laxinia, let me kiſle thy lips, 
| Or make ſome f1gne howT may doe thee eaſe: 
Shall thy good Vacle,and thy brother Lucius, 
And thou, and 1I.fitround about ſome Fountaine, 
Looking all downewardsto behold our cheekes, 
How they are ſtaindlike meadowes yet not drie, 
V Vith micrieſlimeleft on them by a flood? 
and inthe fountaine ſhall wee gaze fo long, 
Till the freſh taſt betaken from that clearcnes, 
PS and madea brine pit with our bitter teares? 
Or ſhall we cut away our hands like thine? 
Or ſhall we bite our tongues? and in dumbe ſhowes 
Paflethe remainder of our hatefull daics? 
VVhat ſhall we doe? Let ys that hauc our tongues, 
Plot ſome deuifſe of further miſcrie, 
To make vs wonderd at intime tocome. 
Lacins, Sweete father ceaſe yourteares,for at your grief 
Sechow my wretched fiterſobs and weepes, | 
Marcss. Patience deare niece, Titus dry thine eles., 
 Titns, ah Marcus, Marcus, Brother well I wote, 
Thy napkin cannot drinke a teare of mine, | 
Forthoupooreman, haſt drowndit with thine owne, 
Lucins, ah my Lazivia,I will wipe thy cheekes, 
| Titus, Marke Marews, marke, 1 vnderſtand her fignes, 
Had ſhee a tongueto ſpeake, now would ſhee ſay 
 T hatto her Brother, which I ſaidto thee. 
His napking with her truc tearesall bewer, 
Can doe no ſcruiceon her ſorrowfull cheekes, *- 
Oh what a fimpathie of woe is this, 
as farrefrom helpe, as Lymbois from bliſſe, 
Emer Aronthe Moore alone: 
Moore, Titus eAndronicss, My Lord the Emperour, 
Sends thee this word,thatif thou loue thy ſonnes, 
Let Marcns, Lucius, 5 thy (cite = Titns, _ 
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; Tiras, Comebither Aron, Ile deceiuethemboth, 
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will ſend thee hither both thy ſonnes aliue, 


Andthat ſhall be theraunſom2 for their fault, 
Titxs, Ohgratious Emperour,O., geatle eArow, 
Dideuer Raucn fing lolike a Larke, 


That giuesſweete tidings of the Sunnecs ypriſe? 


 VVithall my hart, lle fend che Emperour my hand, 


Good Aron wilt thou helpe to chop it off? 

Lacins, Stay father,for that Noble hand of thine, 
Tit hath throwne downe fo many enemies, 
Sha!l nor beſent;my hand will ſerue the turne, 
My youth can better (pare my bloud than you, 
And therefore mine ſhall ſaue my brothers liues, 


Alarcns, which of your hands hath not defended Rome, ., 


And reard aloft the bloudicBattleaxe, | 


wrighting deſtruCtion on the enemies Caſlle? 


Ol none of both, but areof high deſert: 
My hand hath beene bur idle;let it ſerue 
To raunſome my two Nephews from their death, 
Then haue I kept it to a worthic ende, 
Moore, Nay come agree whoſchand ſhall goe along, 


For feare they die before their pardon come, 


Marcus. Myhandſhall goe, 
Lucins, By heauen it ſhall not poe, 
Tis, Sirs ſtrive no more, ſuch wi: hred hearbs as theſe 
Are mecte for plucking vp, and therefore mine. 
Lucms. Sweete father, if Tſhall be thought thy ſonne, 
Let meredeeme my brothers both from death, 
Afareus, And forour fathers ſake,and mothers care, 
Nowlet me ſhow a brothers loue to thee, 
Titus, Agrecbetweene you,T will ſpazewy hand, 
[.-cins, Then Ile goe ferchan Axe, | | 
Atarens, But I will vſe the Axe. Exenunt, 
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of Titus Andronicus, 


Lend me thy hand, and I will giuethee mine, 
Moore, | tthat be calde decent, I] will be honeſt, 

Audneuer whilſt I liue deceiue men ſo; 

Bur Ile decciuc you in anotherſort, 

And thatyoule fay erchalfe an houre paſſe, 


He cuts off Titus hand, 
Enter Lucius avd Marcus ag4ine, 


Titss, Now ſtay your ſtrife, what ſhall be is diſpatchtg 
Good Aron giuehis Maicſtic my hand, | 
rellhimitwasa hand that wardedhim 
From thouſand dangers, bid him burie1r, 


 Morc hath it mented, that let it haue; - 
- As for my ſonnes,fay laccountof them, 


As icwels purchaſdeat an caſie price, 

and yetdeare too, becauſe ] bought mine owne; 
Aron, I20e Anarenicus,and for thy hand,  _ 

Looke by and by to haue thy ſonnes with thee. 


Theirheads | meane : Oh how this yillanie, ys 


Doth fat me with theverie thoughts of it, 

Let toojes doe good,and faire men call for grace, 

Aron will hauc his ſoule blacke like isface, ... Exe, 
Titns, Oh herel lift this onehandvp toheauen, _ 

and bow this feeble ruineto theearth, 

If any power pitties wretched teares, 


 Tothat I eall ; whatwouldit thou kneele with mee? 


Doe then deare hart, for heauenſhall heare our praiers, 

Or with our ſighs wele breath the welkin dimme, - 

and ſtaine theſunne with fogge,as ſometime clowds, - 

VVhen they doc hug him in their melting bolomes, 
Marcus, Oh Brother ſpeake with poſſtbilitie, 

and doe not breakeinto theſe deepe-extttames, 


Titns, I: not my facrow deepe hauinghs bottome? 
F 2 | Then 


un. 
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Wh The moſt Lamentable Tragedie 


Then be my paſſions bottomleſſe with them, 
Aarcus, But yet let reaſon gouerne thy lament, 
Tits. If there were reaſon tor theſe miſcries, 

Thea into limits could I binde my woes: 

VVhen heauen doth weepe,doth not the carth oreflow? 

If the winds rage,doth not theſeawaxemad, 

Threatning the welkin with his bigſwolne face? 

Andwilt thou hauea reaſon for this coile? 

I amthe ſea. Harke how herſighs dath flow: 

Sheeis the weeping welkin, I the earth: 

Then muſtmy fea be mooued with her fighs, 

Then muſt my earth with her continuall teares, 

Becomea deluge : onerflowed and drownd: 
For why,my bowels cannot hide her woes, 

- Butlikea drunkard muſt I'vomit them, 
Then giue meleaue, for looſers will hauc leaue, 

Yoeaſctheir ftomacks with their bittertongacs, 


— 
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Enter & meſſenger with two heads and aband, 


Meſſenger, VVorthy Andrenicns,illart thou repaid, 
Eor that good hand thou ſentſt the Emperour: 
Hereare the headsof thy two Noble ſonnes, 
And heres thy handinſcorne to thee ſent backe: 
Thy griefe, their ſports : Thy reſolution mockts 
T hat woe is meto thinke v pou thy woes, 
More than remembranceof my fathers death, 
Marcus. Now lethote Etnacoole in Cycilie, | 
And be my hartan euerburning hell: E: 
Thelſc mifcries aremore than may be borne. 
Ni To weepewith themthat weepedoth eaſe ſome deale, 
11102 But ſorrow flowted at,is double death, 
"8 Lacius, Ah thatthis fight ſhould makeſo deepe a wound 
- And yet deteſted life notſhrinke therear: 
That cuer cath ſhou'd letlife beare his name, 
. $68 175-157 - Ya 
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of I 1tnus Andronicus, 


 VVherehife hathno more intereſt but to breath, 

Marens, Alas poore hart, that kiſſes comfortleſſe : 
As {rozen water to a {tarued ſnake, 4 
Titus, VVhen will this fearefull ſlumber have an end? þ 
Mar, Now farewell flattrie,die eAndrenicgs, : ) 
Thou doſtnotſlumber, ſee thy two ſonnes heads, 
Thy warlike hand, thy mangled Daughter heeres ! 
Thy other banitht ſonne withthis deere fi ght, 4 
Strucke palcand bloodteſſe,andthy brother T, ' 
Eucnlikea ſtony image cold and numme. : ' 
: 
| 


Ah now no morewillI controwlethy greefes, 
Rent offthy filuet haire, thy other hand, 
Gnawing withthy teeth, and bethis diſmall ſight 
The clofing vp of our moſt wretched cies: | 
Now is atime to ſtorme, why art thou ſtill? * 
Titus, Hagha,ba. | | 
CM. V Vhy doſt thou laugh? Ir firs not with this houre, | 
Titus, V Vhy.I hauenot another teare to ſhed; | * 
| 


Beſides this ſorrow is an encmie, 


 Andwould yſurpe ypon my watrie cies, 
And make them blinde with tributarie teares, 


Then which way ſhall I find R euenges Caue, 
For theſe two heads doe ſeemeto ſpeake tomee 
And threat mc, I ſballneuer cometo bliſle, 
Ti!lall theſe miſchiefes be returnd againe, 
Euen in their throats that hath commited them, - 
Comeletme ſcc what taske I haue to doe, | 
You heauie people cirkle meabout, | 
ThatImay turne mee to cach one of you, 
and ſwearevnto my ſouletoright your wrongs, 
The yow is made, Come beach take ahead, * | 
Andinthis hand the otherwill I beare, No 
And Lavinia thou ſhalt bcimployde in theſe Armes, , 
Bcarechou my hand ſweet _ pr thy teeth: ie 
Asfor thee boy, goec get thee from my lig | 
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jj ThemoſtLamentable Tragedie 
Thou art an Exile, and thou muſt gotſtay, 

Hietothe Gorhes and raiſe an armie there, 

and if yeeloue meas Ithinke youdoe, 


Lets kiſlc and:part for we hauc nwuch to doe. 
Exinnt, 


aut 
au ed... AS. — 4 


Lucius, Farewell eAndronicns my Noble Father, 
The wockulſt man that euerlude in Rome: 
Farewellproud Rometill Lucius comeagaine, 

He loues his pledges dearer than his life 
Farewell Lavinia my Noble fiſter, 
O would thou wert as thou to fore haſt beene, 
But now nor Lecius nor Laxinia lives, 
But in obliuion and hatefull greefes; 
If Lecixs liue, he will requite your wrongs, 
And make proud py kts and his Empereſle, 
Begat the gates like Tarquinandhis Queene, 
" Now will | to the Gorhesand raiſe apowre, 
| Tobcercuengd on Romeand Saturnine, 


———— A. 


I __ 


Exit Lucimn, 


Erter[_ucins ſonne and Laninia r unning after him, and 
the Boy flies from ber with his Bookes vn- 
der his Arme. 


Enter Titus and Marcus, 
Puer. Help Grandfier helpe, my aunt Lavinia, 
Followes nic eueriewhereI know notwhy. 
Good Vnckle Marcns ſec how ſwiftſhee comes, 
Alas {weet Auntl know not what you meanc. , 
| Mercus.Stand by me [wcius,doe not fearc thine Aunt, 
Titus. Sheloues thee hoy too well to doe thee harme, 
Paer, | when my Father was in Rome ſhe did, j 
M. V Vhat meanes my Necc eLauime by theſe fignes; 


Tit, Feare her not Lacizs, ſomewhat doth ſhe nes 
- Ce 


of Titus Andrenicus, 


ee L ucins ice, how much ſhemakes of thee: 
Some whither would the haue thee g0c with her, 
A boy, Cornekaneuer wich more care, 
Red to her fonnesthan ſhe hathred toch ce, 
Sweet Poetrie and Tullies Oratour; 
Canſi thou not geſſe wherefore ſhe plics thee thus, 
| Preer, My Lord I know not ], norcanl gefle, 
Valeile ſome fit orfrenzic do poſſeſſeher: 
For I haue heard my Grandfier ſay tull oft, 
Extremiti e of greeues would make men mad, 
And] haue red chat Hecwubaof T roy, 
Ran mad for forrow.that made meto feare, 
Although my Lord I know my Noble Aunt, 
Loues me as deareas cre my Mother did, 
And would not but infurie tright my youth, 
V Vhich made me downeto throwe mybookes and flic 
Cauſcles perhaps, but pardon me{weet Aunt, 
And Maddam if my Vnckle Marcus goc, 
T will moſt willinghe attend your Ladythip. 
Mar, Lucius I will, 
Titus, How now Lanina, Marcus what meanes thus? 
Some booke there is that ſhe deſires to ſee: 
V Vhich is it gyric of theſe,open them boy, 
But thouart deeperreadand betrer skild, 
Come and take choile of all my Lybrarie, 
Andſo beguile thy ſorrow, till the heauens 
Reuealethe danurd contriuer of this deede. 
VVhy lifis ſhe vp ber Annes in ſequence thus? 
M, Ithinke ſhemeanes that there were more thattoae 
Confederatein the fact, I more there was: 
Orclſeto heauen,ſhe heaues themtorreuenge, 
Titas, Lucius what booke is that ſheetofferhlo, 
Per. Grandfier tis Ouids Metamorphoſis, 
My Mother gaueit me. 


Marcss, For louc of her thats gone, : 
arte of. - aa wrt Pernaps 
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Themoft lamentable Yragedie | 


Perhaps ſhee culdit fromamong the reſt, 
| Tits; Softio bufilie ſhe turnes the leaues, 
Help her, what would ihe;finde? Lawinia ſhall read? 
This 1s the tragicke tale of Philomel, 
Andtreais of Terews treaſon and hisrape, 
Andrapcl feare, wasroote of thy annoje, 
Marcus, See brother ſee, note howſhe coats the legues, 
Titus, Lawmia wert thou thus ſurpriz'd ſweet gyric? - 
Rauiſht and wrongd as Phlomela was, 
Frocd inthe ruthleſſe Vaſt and gloomie woods; 


See ſee, I ſuchaplacethere is wherewe did hunt, 
- (O had weneuer, never hunted there,) 


Patternd by that the Pocthere deſcribes, 
By nature made for murthers and for rapes, 
ar, O why ſhould nature build ſo fowlea den, 


Valeſle the Godsdelightin Tragedies , (friends, 
Ttxs, Giue fignes (weet gyrle, forhere are none but 


 VVhatRomaine Lord it was durſt doe the deed? 


Orſlonkenot Satwrrine as T arguin erit, 
That leftthe Campeto finne in Lucrece bed 

Marc. Sit downe ſweet Neece, brother fit down by 
eAppolls, Pallas, lone or CMercurie, (mee, 
Inſpire me that I nay this treaſon fince, 


.» My Lord looke here, looke here Lawnw, 


He writes his name with hu Raffe and guidgtit 
with fecte and month, 


This ſardie plot is plaine,guideif thou canſt 
Thisafter me, ] haue writ my name, 

Without the he'p of any hand at all, 

Curlt be thathart that forcd vs to thisſhift: 
VVrite thou goud Neeee, and here diſplay atlaſt, 
V Vhat God will have diſcouered forreuenge, 


Heauen guide thy pen to printthy ſorrowes plaine, Thar 
- 1 


of Titus Andronicus, 


That we may know the traytors andtite truth, 


Shee takgs the ſtaffe in ber month, and guides it with hep 
ſtumps and writes, | 
Oh doe yee read my Lord what ſhe hath writ, 
Stwprum, Chiron, Dnetrins, 
Marcus, What, what,the luſifull ſonnes of Tamer, 
Performers of this haynous bloody deede , 
| Titus, Magm Dominator poli, 
Tam lent us audi ſcelera, tam lentns vides? 
Marcus, On calmne thee gentle Lord, although I kraw 
Thereis enough written vpon thisearth, 
To fiir amutinicinthe mi'deſt thoughts, +- > 
Andarme tlie mindes of infants to exclaimes, 
My Lord kneeledowne with me, Lawinia kneele, 
And kneele {weet boy, the Romaine Hetors |] cp 
And ſ{weare with me as with the wotull teere, 
And fatherofihat chaſt diſhonoured Dame, 
Lord /unins Brutus (weare for Lucrece rape, 
That we willproſecute by gocd aduice 
Mortall reucngevpoathele Traitterous Gothes , 
And ſee their blood or die with this reproch, 
Tiras, Tis furecnough, and you knew how, 
Bu: it you hunt theſe Beare whelpes then beware, 
The Dam wi'l wake and if the winde yee once, 
Shee's with the Liun deepely (1:1 in league, 
Andlu!s him whilſt ſhee plaieth on her backe. 
And when he fl:epes,will ſhee doe what ſhe liſt, 
Youarea young, huntiman Marcwset alone, 
And comeT will gone geta le.feot brafley _ 
And witha gad of ſtce!ewill write theſe words, 
And lay 1tby : theangry no:then wind 
Wil: h!owthele ands ike Swbels leauces abroad, 
And w!.cres our Icſion een, boy whar fay you? 
Pwer. I {ay my Lord that if I were a man, 
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The moſt Lamentable Tra gedie 


Their mothers bed-chamber ſhould CAS «0; 
For theſe baſe bond-mento the yoake of Rome, 
AHMarcas I thatsmy boy,thy father hath full of:, 
For tus vagratcfull Countrie done thelike, 
Pxer, And Vakle fo will L,andif lliue, 


Titus, Core 99C with 


Lacins ilefit thee,and wi 


Sh || carrie trom me to th 


mc into mine Armone, 
thallmy boy. 


e Empreſſeſonnes, 


P:eſents that I intend to ſend them both: 
Come,come,thoult doemy meſſage wilt thou not? 
Prer,] with my daggerin their boſomes Grandhier, 
Titns, Noboy notlv, [le teach thee another courſe, 
Leninia come, Marcus looke to my houſe, 


Lucius and [le goe braueit atthe Court, 


I marcie will we fir,and wee'e be waitedon. Exeunt. 
Marcus, O heauens, can you heare a goodman grone 

And notrelent,or not compaſſion him? 

Maress attend him in his extaſte, 

That hath moreſcars of ſorrowia his bart, 

Than toe-mens marks vpon his battred ſhield, 

But yet ſo iuſt,that he will not renenge, 

Reucnge the heau ens for olde Ardroniewt, Exit, 


Exter Aron, Chiron, and Demetrius at one doore, and at 
be other doore young Lucius, and another with a bundle of 
Weapons, and verſes writ vpon them, 


Chiron Demetrias, hers the ſonne of Lucins, 

He hath ſome meſſageto deliner vs, 
Aron, Iſome madmeſſagefrom his mad Grandfather; 
Paer, My Lords, with all the humblenes I may, 

I greete your Honours froin Andronicur; 

Andpray the Romane Gods confound you both. 


Demetrius, Gramarcie 
Puer, That you are bc 


Louelie Lacine, whats the News, 


ti: diſcipherd, thats the newes, 
For 
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of Titus Andronicus, 


Forvillaines markt withrape. May it pleaſe you, 
My Grandfier welladui{de hathſent by me, 
The goodlieſt weapons of his Armorie, 
To gratefie your honourable youth 
The hopeot Rome, forſuhe bid me ſay: 
Aud (oI doe, and with h1s gilts preſent 
Your L ordihips, when euer you hauencede, 
You may bearmedand appointed well, 
Andſvul lcaue you both : Likebloudie villaines, Ex, 
- Demetri , what's here? a {croke,and written round abour, 
Let's ſee, 
Integer vite It celeriſque prorus non eget manyriincults vee a cs. 
Chiron, Otisaverle in HoracelI know it well, 
Ireaditin the Grammer long agoe. 
Moore, 1iult,a vertein Herace,right youhaucir, 
Now what a thing itis to bean Afle, 
Her's no ſoundicaſt, the oIde man hath found theirgile, 
And ſends them weapons wrapt about with lines, 
That wound beyondtheir feeling to the quicke: 
But were our wittic Empreſle wella foote, 
Shee wouldapplaud eAnaronicas conceit, 
But letherreſt in her vnrelt a while, 
Andnow young Lords, waftnot ahappieſtarre, 
Led vs to Rome ſtrangers,and more than ſo 
Captiues, to be aduauncedro this height; 
It did me good before the Pallace gate, 
To brave the Tribwnein his brothers hearing. 
Demetrius, But me more good to ſee lo greata Lord, 
Baſelie in finuate andſcnd vsgifts, 
eAron, Had henot reaſon Lord Demetrius, 
Did you norvſe lus daughter very triendlie? 
Demetrias, I would we had a thouſand Romane Dames 
At ſucha bay,by turnero ſcrue our lu ſt, 
Chiron, A charitable wiſh,and full of lone, 
Aron, Here lacks but your motherforto ſay Amen, 
& 2 | Chir. 
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The moſt Lamentable Tragedie 


{Þion. And that would he tor twenty thouſand more, 
| Deme, Come let v3 gue andpray toall the Gods, 
JF  Forvurbeloueditotiic: in her paines, 
IU. Aron, Praytothe devilis,the Gods haue giuei vs oner, 
{rumpets ſound, 
Demer. VVhy do the i: mperours trumpets ſ[ouriſh 
Chi, Beitke forioy the Emperour hath a ſonne, (thus, 
' Demetrizs, Sol: who comes here, 


"3 
> 


Enter Nurſe with ablackamoore childe, 
| (tie Moore, 
4b Nurſe, God ni:rrow Lords, O tell me did you {ce Aron 
(_ eAron, V V ell, motcorlefle,or nerea what atall, 
ilere Arenis,and what with eAron now, 
Nurſe. Ol: gentle Arox weare ali vndone, 
Now helpe,or woe betide thee eucrmore, 
eAron, VVhy whata catterwalling, doſt thou keepe, 
what dolt t]. ou wrap and tumblein thy armes? 
Nur, O that which I would hide from heauens eye, 
Our Empreſle ſhame and {t.itely Romes diſgrace, 
Shee 15 de/juercd Lords ſheisdelitzered, 
«Aron. To whome, 
| Nur. I meaneihe is brou2hta bed. 
Aron. V Veligodgine hcr goodreſt,what hath he ſent 
Nurſe, A diuel, (her? 
$ | eA. V Vkythen ſheis the deuils Dam,a toytall flue, 
3% by”. N. A Ioyles,diima'l, blacke, and forrowtull iſſue, 
' Hereis the babc as loathiome as atoade, 
 Amongltthe tajrefalt breeders of our clime, 
{. The Empreſſeſcnds it thee, thy ſtampe, thy ſeale, 
f #5 And bids thee chniſteni t with rhy daggers point. 
| eA, Zound: ye whore, is blacke ſo baſe a hue? 
Syeete blow!e you area beautious bloſſome ſure, 
' Dewme. Viilaine what haſt thou done? 
A. That which thou canſt not vndoe, 
biren, Tiguinait vadoncour mother. 


on... TD a 
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of Titus A ndrcnicus, 


eAron, Viilaine I haue donethy mother, 


Deme, And therein hel.ih dog thou haſt v»done her, 


V Vocto her chaunce, and damdeherioathedchoice, 
Accurlſt the offspring of fo toule a fiend, 
' Chi, [tſhal! nor 12e, 
e/ron, It lhail not die. 
Nurſe. eAron 1t muſl,them other wils it ſo, 


Aron, V Vhatmuſtu Nurſe: then l1etuomanbutT, , 


D-c execution on my fleſh and blood, 
Demet, lie broachthe tadpoie on my Rapiers point, 

Nurſe g:ucit me,my {word ihall ſoonedi patch it. 

eAron, Soonerthis ſwordihall plow thy bowe's vp, 

Stay murtherous villaines will you kill your brother? 

Now by the burning tapors of the skie, 

That ſhone {> brightly when thus boy was got, 

Hedies vpon my Semitars ſharpe point, 

Thar touches this my firſt borne ſonne aud heiret 

J tell you yonglings,not Enceladus, 

VVirh all his threatning bandot T yphone Hroode, 

Nor great Alctades,nor the Codot warre, 

Shal] ceaze this pray ont cf jus fathers bands: 

VVhat,whar,yee ſanguine ſhallow harted bates, 

Yec whitelimde wa!les,yee alc-houlc painted fignes, 

Cole-blacke is better than another hue, 

In that itſcornes to beare another huc: 

For all che water iv the Ocean, 

Can never turnethe ſwans blackelegs to white, 

Although ſheclaue themhowrely in thc flood: 

Tell the Empreſletrommecl amof age 

To keepe mine owne,excuſc it how [heecan, _ | 
Demetrizs, V Viltthou betray thy Nob e Miltris thug 
Aron, My Miftrisis my Miſtris,this my (citc, 

The vigour,and the pifture of my youtn: 

This before all the world doe Ipreterce, 

Thus mauger all cke world will OY ate, 
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| Or ſomeof you ſhall ſinoke for it in Rome, 


Demetrius, By this our mother is for cuerſhamde, 
Chiron, Rome will deſpilc her for this foule eleape, | 
| Nurſe, The Emperourin his rage will doomeher death, 
Chtron. Ibluth to thinke vpon this ignomie, 
eAron,V Vhy ther's the Priuiledge your beautie bears: 


' Fierrecherous lwie, that will betraie with bluſhing 


Te cloſe enaftsand counſels of thy hart: 


Her's a young Lad framde of anotherteere, 


Looke how the blacke laue (miles vp onthe father, 

As who ſhould ſay, olde Lad Iam thine owne; 

Hee 1s your brother Lords,ſenfiblie ted 

Ot that ſelfe bloud thar firſt gauelife toyou, 

And from your wombe where you impriſoned were, 

Hee 1sinfraunchiſed, and come to light: 

Nay heeis your brother by the ſurer ſide, 

Although my ſeale be [tampedin his face. : 
Nurſe, Aron,what thall | ſay vato the Empreſle, 
Demetrins, Aduiſe thee Aron,whatisto be done, 

And we will all ſubſcribeto thy aduiſe: | 

Sauc thou the childe,ſo wee may all be lafe. 

eAron. Then fit we downe and let vs allconſult, 

My ſonne and | will haue the winde of you: 

Keepe there,now talkeat pleaſure of your ſafetie, = 
Demetrius, How many women ſaw this childe of his? 
eAron, why ſo braue Lords, when we ioinc in league 


 TamaLambe, but if you braue the Moore, 


The chated Bore,the mountaine Lioneſle, 
The Occan fivelsnotſo as Aron ſtormes: 
But ſaieagaine,how manic ſaw thechilde, 

Narſe. Corneliathe Midwife,and my ſclfe, 
And nooneecls but the deliuered Empreſle. 

Arox, The Empreſle,the Midwife,and your ſclte, 
Two may keepe counſe!l when the third's away: 


| Goetothe Empreſſe,tell her thisIfaid. He kils her, 


weeke, 


of Titus Andronicus. 


V Vecke, weeke,ſo cries a Pigge preparedrotheſpit, = | 
Deme, what mean(tthou Aron, wherforedid(t thouthi;? 
Aron, O Lordfir,tis adecde of pollicie, 
Shall ſhee live to betraie this 2ilt of ows? | ' 
A long tongude babling Goh p,No Lords,no: - 
Andnowbeitknowneto you my tull mtene, | 
Not farre, one Mxlitexs my Countriman 4 | 
His wife but yeſiernight was broughtto bed, | 
Hischilde is like to her,f:ireas you are: 
Goepacke with him,and giuc the mothergo!d, | 
And tel] them both, the circumſtance of all, 
And how by thisthicir childe ſhall beaduaunſt, 
And be received forthe Emperours Heire, | 
And ſubſtituted in the place of mine, | 
Tocalme this tempeſt whirling in the Court, 
Andlctthe L.mperour dandle him for his owne, | 
Harke yee Lords, you ſce I hauc giuen her Phiſicke, 
And you mult needs beſtow lier Funeral!l, ; 
Theheldsare neere,and youare gallant Groomes? | 
This done,ſee that you take no longer daics, i 
But ſendthe Midwitepreſenthe to mee. | 
The Midwife and the Nurſe well made away, 
Thenlet the Ladies tattle what they pleaſe, 
Chi, Aron, I ſee thouwilt not truſt the aire witi ſecrets, 
Demetrins, Forthis carcof T amora, 
Herſclfe,and hers, are highlie bound to thee, Exexnt, 
Aron, Now to the Gothes as (iwiftas liwallow flics, 
T here ro diſpoſethis treaſure in mine armes, | 
And ſecretlieto greetethe Empreſle triends: | 
Comeonyonthicke-lipt-ſlauc,] le beare you hence, 
For it is you that 5uts vs to our ſhifts: 
Ile make you feede 011 berries, andon roots, 
And feede oncurds and whay,and ſuckethe Goate, 
Andcabbinina Caue,and bring youvp, | 
Tobeawarciourand commaund aCampe, Exi7, 
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The moſt Lamentable Tragedic 


Enter Titus, o/de Marcus , young [.ucius, and other gens 


temen with bewes , andTiCUs beares the arrowes with letters 
#7 the ends of them. 


Titus, Come Marcus, come, kinſemen this is the way , 
Sir boy let me ſce your Archerie, 
Looke , ec draw home inough andtis there ſtraight, 
Terra Aſtreareligun, be you remembred Marcns, 
EY T5, | Shees gone, ſhees ted, firs take youto your tooles, 
| YouCoſens ſhall goe found the Ocean, 
>» © | Andcaſt yourners,happilie you may catchherin the ſea, 
| Yetthersas little juſtice as at land; 
No Publ:nas and Sempronius, YOU mult doeit, 
Tis you muſt dig with matrocke and withſpade, 
And piercethe yimoſt Centerof the carth, 
T ben whon you cometo Tlurees Region, 
I pray.y ou deliver him this peticion, 
Tel] himitis for iuſhce and for aide, 
And that it comes froin olde Andrenicas 
Sh ken wich forrowes mn vogratetull Rome, 
1 Rome, we!l, well, I made thee mi{erable, 
V Vihattune I chrew the peoples ſuſlrages 
On him that thus doth eyrrannize ore nice, 
Goe get yougone, and pray be earctull all, 
And le:ue younotamzinot wgrre vnſearcht, = 
Thus wicked Emperour may hanc ſhipt herhence, 
And kinſemen then we may goe pipe for iuftice, 
+ +0 Marcus, O Publius, is notthis a heauic c.1C 
We £1} To tee thy Nob'e Vikle thus diftra@> 
Eft. Publias, Therefore my Lords it nighly vs concerne$ 
By d icandnightCVattend him carctuluc: 
Anqte:de hishumour kindly as we may, 
1i:time Heger ſome careful! remedte, | 
Adarens, Niafmen hu torrowes are pall renuccic 


— 


of Titus Andronicus, 


TJoine with the Gorhes,and with reuengefull warre, 
Take wreake on Rome forthis ingratitude, | 
And vengeance onthe traitour Satwurnine, 

Titus, Publius hownow, how now my Maſters, 
VVhat haue you met with her? 

P:ublins. No my good Lord, but Ptuto (ends you wort, 
If you will hauereuenge from hell youſhal}, | 
Marrie for Juſticeihee is ſo imploid, 
He thinks with Joxe in heauen,or ſome where elſe, 
So that perforce you mult needs ſtate atime, 

Ti:us, He doth me wrong to feede me withdelaics, 
Tle dinc intothe burning lake belowe, 
And pull her out of Acaron þy the hecles, 
Marcaxs weare but fhrubs,no Cedars wee, 
No big-boand.men ſramde of the Cyclops fize, 
But mettall Marcss,ſteele tothe vene backe, 
Yet wrung with wrongs more thanour backs canbeare: 
And {ith ther's no ijuſticein earth norhell, 
V Vewill ſollicite heauen and moue the Gods, 
To ſend downe Iuſtice for to wreake our wrongs: 
Come tothis geare,you area good Archer Marcss, 

He gines them the Arrowes, | 

eAd Tonem,thats tor you,here ad eApollenens, 

 eAdMartem,thats formy ſelfe, 
| Hereboy to Pallas,here to Mercarie, 
To Satarnine,to Cains,unot to Saturiine, | 
You wereas good to ſhooteagainit the vi inde, 
Too it boy, Marcas looſe when bid, 
Of my word Thauewritten to effec, 
ThersnotaGodleft vnſollicited, 

Marcns, Kinſemen,ſhoot all your ſhafts into the Court, 

V Vee will afflit theEmperourinhis pride. 
Titus, Now Maſters draw,Oh well ſaid Laucing, 
Good boy in Virgoeslappe, giue it Pallas, "XY 

Marcus, My Lord,l aime a mile beyond the Moone, 
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The moſt Lamentable Tragedie 
Yourletter is with J«biter by this, 
4 #:us, Ha, ha, Publins, Publizs, what haſt thou done? 
_. See, {ec, thou nalt ſhot off one of Tavras hornes. 
B#E Marcie. This was the ſport my Lord, when P«blius ſhot 
"44 The Bull being galde,zaue Aries ſucha knocke, 
J That dowae fell both the Rams hornes in the Court, 
And who ſhould fizde chem but the Empreſle vill aine: 
Shee laught, andcolde the Moore hee ſhould not chovſe, 
Put giue them to his Maſter fora preſent, 
Titus, V Vhy there it goes, God giue his Lordſhip ioy, 


a 


Enter the Clowne with a backgt and two pidgeons in it. 


- (owne, Newes, newes from heauen, 
Muarcas the Poaltis come, - 

T its, Sirra what tidings, haue you any letters, 
Shall Thaue iuſtice,what lates /ubiter? 

Clowne, Ho the Gibbetmaker > Hee faies that he hath 
takenthem downeagaine;forthe man muſt not be havgd 
U!ll the next weeke, 

Titus, But vehat ſaies [ebjter I aske thee? | 

 (!owne, Alas fir, I know not Inbiter, 
I.ncucr dranke with him in all my hte, 

Tetzs, V Vhiy villaineart not thou the Carrier. 

| | Clowne, Tot my pidgeons fir, notaing els. 
WW Titus, V V hiy did{tthou not comefrom heauen? 
I {lowne, From he wea, alasfir, I neucr came there, 
{ 


— 


} God forbid I ſhould be fo bo!de,topreſſe toheauen in my 

W © young daies; | 
V Vhy Iam going with my pidgeons to the tribunall 
Fad _- Ptebs, totake vpa matterof brawle betwixt my Vacle, 


4 
} «= | and one of the Emp erals men,” 


Aarear, V Viy fir, that isas fit as can bee to ſerue for 
your Oratton, and lethim deliuer the pidzeonstothe 
Emperour from you, 


Titus, 


 _ 
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of Titus Andronicus, 
Titus, Tcll mee, can youdeliuer an Orationto the Enze 

perour with a grace, 
Fe Nay truciiefir, I could neuer ay eraccinall 

my lite, | 
Few, Sirra come hither, make no more adoo, 

Bur give your pidgeons tothe Emperour, 

By mee thou {halt haue juſtice at his hands, 

Hold, ho:d, meanewhile here's money tor thy charges, 

Guue me penandinke, 

Sirra,can you with a grace deliuer yp a Supplication? 
Clowne, I fir, 

Titus, Then here is a Supplication for you, and when you 
cometo him, at the fir{t approch youmult kneele , then 
kiſſe his foote , then deliuer yp your pidgeons , and then | 
looketor your reward , Ile bee at hand fir, ſce you doc it | 
brauclic, 

Clowne, I warrant you fir, letme alone, | 
Tiras, Sirra haſt thou a knife? Comeletmeſceir, 
Here Aarcrys, tolditinthe Oration, 
For thou haſt made it like an humble Supplianr. 
And when thou haſt gjuen it to the Emperour, 
K nocke at my doore,and tell me what he ſatcs. 
Clowne. God bewith you ir, I will. Exit, 
Titus, Come Marcus letvs goe, Publixs follow mee, 


Exenunt, 


T Enter Emperour and Empreſſe and ber two ſonnes, the 
Emperonr brings the Arrewesin bis hand 
that Titus ſhot at him, ©* 

« (ſcene; 
Satwrnine, VVhy Lords what wrongs are theſe, was cucr 
an Emperourin Rome thus oucr tore, 
T roub;cd,confronted thus, and forthe extent 
O tegalliuſlice, vide ſuch contempt, 
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My Lords you know the mighttull Gods, 
How eyer theſediſturbers of ourpeace 
Buz in the peoples cares,there nought hath paſt 
Butcuenwith lawagainl(t the wilfull ſonnes 
' Ofold eafrdronicas, and what and 1f 
iiis ſorrowes haue ſo ouerwhelinde his witts? 
b Shall we bethusatffiCtedin his wreakes, 
;'F His fits, his frencie, and his bitternes? 
| Andnow hewrites to heauen for his redreſle, 
$1 yec heres to /oxe, and this to Mercurie, 
$0 — FThusto Apollo, this tothe God of warre: 
©, - Sweeteskrowles to flie ahout the ſtreets of Rome, 
__ Whatsthis but libelling againſtthe Senate, 
"4 and blazoning our ymutiice cueric where, 
rb. A goodly humoris it not my Lords? 
As who would lay in Rome noiultice were. 
ButifT live his fained extaſies 
Shall beno ſhelter to thefe outrages, 
Buthe and his ſhall know that iultice lines 
In Satarutnss health, whomeithe {icepe, 
Heleſoa wakeas kein furicihall, 
Cut off the proud'(t conſpiratourthatliues, 
T amora. My gratious Lord,my louely Saturnine, 
'Lord of my life, commander of my thoughts, 
Calme thec aud beare the faults of Tzt#s age, 
+ 1 _ T he'ffes of ſorrow for his yaliant tonnes, 
jp ' V Vhole loſle hath pearſt him deepe and skard his bart, 
= Andrather comfort his diltreiled plight, 
Than proſecute the meaneſt or the beſt 
1; | For theſe contempts: why thus it ſhall become 
Hie witted Tamora to glole with all, 
But Tit#s ] hauc touched chee to the quicke, 
Thv life blood out: if eAron now be wile, 
Then ts all ſafe, the Anchorin the port, 
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Enter Clowne, 


How now good fellow would(t thou ſpeake with vs2 
{lowne, Y ea forſooth & your Miſtriſhip be Emperia!!, 
Temora, Empreſle I am, but yonderhi:s the Emperour, | 

Clow, T1s he, God and Saint Stexen 2meyou Goddcn, | , 

1 hauc brought youa letter anda coupleof pigeons heie, # |; 


He reads the letter. 


Sataur, Goe take him away and hang him preſently? 
{'low. How much money muſt I haye, ; 
Tamora, Come lirrayou muſt be hanged, 
(1owne. Hangd be Lady, then I haue brought vp aneck 
toa faire end, | 
Exit, 


Satyr, Diſpightfull and intollerable wrongs, 
Shall I cendurethis monſtrous villanie? 
I know from whence this ſame deuileproceeds, 
May this be borne as if his traitorous ſonnes, 
'T hat dide by law for murther of our IT 
Haucby my meanes bin butchered wrongfully, 
Goedragge the villaine hitherby the hare, 
Norage, nor honour, thall ihape priueledge, 
For this proud mocke, Ile be thy ſJaughter man, 
Sly franticke wretch, that holpſt to make me great, 
Inhope thy ſelfe ſhould gouerne Rome and me. 


Enter Nuts Emillias, 


Satzr, V Vhatnewes with thee Exillins? 
Emillius. Axrac my Loras, Rome neucrhad more caule, 


The Gothes haue gathered headand with a powtr 
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The moſt Lamentable Tragedie 


Of highreſoluzd men, bent rothe [pail e, 

They hither march amaine,vnder conduR 

Of [L uctns lorneto o!'d eAndronices, 

V Vho threats in courſe of this reuerge,to doe 

Asimuch as cuer Corto/anuns did, | 
Kirg, Is war'ike Lycins Generall of the Gorhes, 

Theletidings n1p me, andT hang thehead 

As flowers with fru(t, or grafſe beat dowae with tormes, 

[ now beginsour ſorrowes to approch, | 

Tis he the common peopleloue {fo much, 

My ſelte hath often heard themſay, = 

V VhenIhauvewalkedlike apriuateman, 

That Lacivs baniſhment was wrongfullic, 

And they haue wiſhe that Lecius weretheir Emperour, 
Tamora, wiy ſhould you feare, 13 not your Citie [trang? 
King. I but the Citizens fauour L#cins, 

And will reuolt from me to ſuccour him, 

Tamora. King Be thy thoughts imperiouslikethy name, 

Is the ſunne dunde,that Gnats doe flic init, 

The Eagleſuffers little birds to ſing, 


 Andis not caretull what they meanethereby, 


Knowing that with the ihadow of his winges,; 
He can ar pleaſure ſlint their inr!odie, 

Euen ſomatelt thou the giddi? men of Rome, 
Then cheare thy ſpirit for know thou Emperour, 
I will inchaunt the old eAndyonicer, 

With words moreiweete ard yet more dangerous 
T hen baitesto fath,or honnieſta!kes to ſheepe, 
When as the one is wounded withthe bait, 


The other rotted with delicious ſecede, 


King, Buthewill notintreat his ſonnefor vs, 
Tamors, If Tamora intreat him than he will, 
For I can {mooth and {111 15 aged cares, 
V'Vith golden promiſes, that werehis hart 
Almoſt zmpregnable, lis old yeares deafe, 


Yet 
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of Titus Andronicus: 


Yet ſhould botheareand hartobaymy tongue. 

Coe thou before to be our Ambaſſador, 

Say t hat, the Emperour requeſts a parhe, 

Ofwarlike Lzc:#3,and-appoint the meeting, 

Euen at his Fathers houſe theo!d Andronicas, 
King. Emillins doe this meſſage honourably, 

And ithe ſtand in hoſtage for his ſattie, 

Bid himdemaund what pledge will pleaſe him beſt, 
Emillins, Your bidding ſhall I doc cffeftually, 

Exit; 
Tamora, Now will T tothat old Andronicas, 

And tempcr him with all the ArtIhave, 

To plucke proudeL xcius-fromthe warlike Gothez, 

And now {weet Emperour be blith agaiac, 

And burie all thy tcare in my deuiſes, 

Eaturnine, Then goeſuceſ[antly and plead tohim, 


Exemunt, 


Enter Lucius with an Armie of Gothes with 
Drum 5s and Seuldigrs, 


Lacins, Approued warriours, and my faithfull friends, 
Thaue receaued letters from great Rome, 
V Vhich fignifies what hate they beare their Emperour,. 
Andhow defiroi;s of our fight they are, 
Therctore great Lords bee as your titles witnes, 
Imperious, andimpatient of your wrongs, 
And wherein Rome hath done you any skath, 


Lethim make treable fatisfation, 
Goth, Brave ſlipſprovg trom the great Anaronicus,. 


V Vhoſe name was once our terrour, now our comtort, - 
VVhoſe high exployts and honourable deeds, 
Jngratefull Rome requites with toute contempt, 


Bc bold in ys weele follow where thoulead!t, | 
Like: 
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Like ſtinging Bees in hotteſt funumers day, 
Led by their Maſter to the flowred fields, 
Andbeaduengde on curſed T amora: 
And as he {atth, fofay we all with him, 

Lxcmns, I humblicthanke him andIthanke youall, 
But who comes here led by a luſtic Gothe? 


f 


Enter a Goth leading of Aron with his child 
in his Armes, 


is , Goth, Renowmed Lacins from our troupes I (traid, 
_* To gaze vponaruinous Monalterie, 

&: Andas I earneſtly did fixe minceye, 

_— | Vpon the waſted building ſuddainely, 

Fe | _ Lheard a childcrievaderncatha wall, 

I made vntothe noile, whenſoone I heard, 
The crying babe controla with this diſcourſe: _ 
Peace tawnicflaue, {alte me, and halfe thy Dame, 
Dia not thy hue bewray whole brat thou art, 
Had nature lent thee but thy mothers looke, 
Villaine thou mightſt haue bin an Emperour, 
But wherethe bull and Coware both milke white, 
They neuerdoe beget acoleblacke Calfe: 
Peace Villaine peace, euen thus he rates the babe, 
Forl muſt bearethee to atruſtie Goth, 
VVhowhen he knowesthouartthe Empreſle babe, 
VVillhold theedearely forthy mothersſake, 
VViththis my weapon drawen I rutht vponhim 
Surprildehimſuddainely,and brought him hither 
Tovſe as you thinkenecdecfull of the man, 

Leacixs, Ohworthie Goth this is the'incarnate diue!l, 

Thar robd eFndronices of his good hand, 

- This is the Pearlethat pleaſd your Empreſle eye, 
And her's the baſe fruit 0: her burning Juſt, 
Say wall-eyd {laue whither wouldſtthou comay, 


This 
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of Titus Andronicus, 


This growing Nage of thy fiendlike face, 

V Vhy doolt not ſpeake?whardeafe, nota ward? 

A halter Sou'diers, hang him on this tree, 

And by his fide his fruite of Baſtardie, 

Aron, Touchnot the boy,heisof 'R ojall bloud. 
Luc, Toolike the ficr for eucr being good, 

Firlt hang the childthat he may ſec it ſprall, 

A ſight ty vex the tathersſoule withall, 

Aron, Get me aladder, Lucius ſauethe child; 

And bearcit from meto the Emprelle: 

If thou do this.ile ſhew thee wondrous things, 

That highly may aduantage thee toheare, 

If thou wilt not,befall what may befall, 

lle ſpeake no more, but vengeancerotte you all, 
Lucins, Say on,and if1t pleaſe me whichthou ſpeakft, 

Thychild ſhall liue,and I will ſee it nouriſht. 
eAron, And if it pleaſe thee? why aſſure thee Lucixe, 

Twill vexe thy ſouleto heare what I ſhall ſpeake: 

For I muſt talke ofmurthers, rapes,and maſſakers, 

Acsotblack night,abhominabledeeds, 

Complots of miſchicte,treaſon, villanie s, 

Ruthfull to heare, yet pitteouſly performde, 

And this ſhall all be buried inmy death, 

Vuleſſe thou ſweare to me my child ſhall liue. 
Lacins.Tell on thy minde, 1fay thy child ſhall le, 
eAron, Swearc that he ſhall and thenT will begin, 
Lxci,VVhoſhould I fweare by,thou belecucſtno God, 

That graunted, how canſt thou belecue an oath, 
Aron,VVhat if I'doe not,asindeed I donor, 

Yet for I know thouart religious, 

And haſt athing within thee called confcience, 

VVith twenty popiſh tricks and ceremonies, 

V Vhich TI haue ſcene thee carefull to obſcrue, 

Therefore Ivrgec thy oath, for that I know, 

An ideot holds his bauble for a'God, 

A” | 200 | And 
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The molt Lamen table Ir aged 
Andkeepesthe oath which by that Godheſneaces, 
Tothat ile vrge him,thereforc thou ſhalt yow, 

By that ſameGod, what God1o crc it be 
*F | That thou adoreſt, and halt in reverence, 
#7 T o faue my boy,to nourith and bring himvyp, 

j Ao Or cle 1 will diſcoucr nought to thee, 

4% Lacins, Eucn by my God Hwearetothee Twill, 
ere, Fuſt knowthou,l begothim onthe Empceile.,. 
&. Zx6ins, Oh moſt inſatiate and luxunous woman, 
eAren, Tut Locix:s,this was but a decdot charite, 
T0 that which thouſhalt kcare of me anon, 
Twas hertwo ſonnes that murdered Bafſtanns, 
They cut thy Siſters tongue,and rauiſht her, 
Andcutherhands, and trimd her as chou ſaweſk, 
v Lac, Oh detcſtable villaine, callit rhou that rrimming, 
By Aron, VVhy ſhe was waſht, and cut, and trmd, 
And twas trim ſport for thetn which had” the doing of 1t. 
Lxc, Oh barbcrous bcalllic villaines like thy ſcltc, 
«Aron, Indeed | was cheir tutor to inſtruct them, 
T hat codding fpirit had they from their mother, 4- 
As ſureacard as cucr wonne the ct; [ 
T hat bloodie minde] thinke they learnd of me, i 
As true a Dog as cuer toughtat head: | ._ 
VVelllet my deeds be mtnes of iny worth, | 
| I craind chy bree iren tothat guilefullholc, 
# wherethe dead corpes of Boſſianss laic? 
I wrotetheletter that thy Father found, 


And hid the gold within that letter mentione d, 
Confederate with the Queeneandher two ſon::co, 
And what notdone; thatthou haſt-caufe to x ic, 
wherein TI had no ſtroke of milchiete init; 

I plaid the cheater for thy fathers hand, 


(; : And whenlhad it drew my ſclica part, 
And almoſt broke my hartwith extreanie lauglitef, ; | f 


- I pricd me thronghthe cxcuice of awall, ro 
when 


of Titus Andronicus, 


wiendor his hand he had his ewaſannes heads, 
Bciield 1s teares and Jaught ſo hartelic, 
That both minecycs wereraynie like to his: 
And when Itelde the Empreſleof this ſport, 
Siice./oundedalmolt at my pleafing tale, 
Aid lor my tidings gauemetwentickilcs, 
«þ 

Goth, 

V Vhat can(t thou ſay allthis and never bluſk] 


Aron. 
Ilike ablacke Dog,tsthe ſaying is, 


Lacing, 
Artchounotſorrie for theſe hainous deeds; 


e Ars. 


T that had not done a thouſand more, 

Even nowl curſetheday and yerI thinke 

Fcwe come;within the compaſle ofmy curſe; 

whereinT did not ſome netorious ill, 

As kill a wan, or els deuiſe his death, 

Rauiſh a maide,or plot the waic to docir, 

Accufe ſome innocent, and forſweare my ſelfe, 

Setdeadly cnmitic betweene two friends, 

Make poore mens cattle breake their necks, 

Setfireon? barnegand hayftalks in the nighr, 

And bidrhe owners quench themwith their tearess +» 

Ofthane Idigd vp dead men from theirgraues, 

Aud ſcrtthem vpright at their deare friends dore; 

Eucn when their ſorrowes almoſt wasforgor, 

And ontheir skinnes as en the barke of trees, © 

Haue with my knife caruedin Romainelerters, 

Let not urge EEE REO". EOS 
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I witl encounter with eAndronichs, 


TFolioynewith oh mand righr his haitious wrongs, 
Knocke: 
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The moſt Lamentable Tragedie 


But I hauc done a thouſanddreadfull things, 
As willingly as one would kill a flie, 
Andnotlung grieues me harteliceindeede, 
But that I cannot doeten thouſand more, 
Lacins, Bring downe theDiyell for he muſt not die, 
Soiweeta death as hanging preſently , 
Aron, Ifthere be Duucls would werea Diuec], 
Toliucand burne in euecrlaſting fire , 
So I might hauc your companie in hel), 
Putto torment you with my bitter tongue, 
Laci, Sirs ſtop his mourhand let him { peakeno more, 


Enter Emillins, 


Goth. . My Lord there isa meſſengerfromRomec, 
Dehliersto by adnutted to your preſence, 

| Lacins, Lethim come nece, 
VVdicace Emillms,xhat's the newes from Rome? 

Emil, Lord Lucins ,apd you Princes of the Gothes, 
The Romaine Emperour greets you all by me, 
And tor he ynderſ{tands you arc in Ames, 
He crauesa Parley zt your fathers houſe, 
V Villing you todemaund your hoſtages, 
And they ſhall be immediat!y deliu cred, 

Goth, VVhat ſaies our Generall, 

Loci, Emillins, |etthe Empcrour giue his pledges, . 
Vnto my Pather aud my Vakle Marcts, | 
And we wil come,march away. 


Enter Tamora and FI 0 Bo ſennc At F gwiſed, 


Tamors. Thus in this fran ge and fa ad habilliamebr, 


Andſay I amreucogeſent from betow e,' 4 
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of Titus Andronicus. 


Knocke at his ſtudie where they ſay he keepes, 
To ruminate\trange plotsof dierereuenge, 
Tell him reuenge 1s come to toyne with him, 
And worke confufton on his enemies . 


 Theyknockg and T itns opens bus ludie avorr, . 


Tit#s. VVho doth moleſt my contemplation? 

Isit your tricketo make meope the dore, 

That ſo my ſaddecrees may flic away, 

And all my {tudie be to no ctte&t, 

Youare decciude, for what I meanc to doe, 

Sechere in bloodic lines Ihauc ſet downe. 

And what is written tha!l be executed, 

Tamora, T #xs,lam come to talke with thee. 
Titus, Nonot a word, how canT grace my talke, 

V Vanting a handto ge that accord, 

Thou haſt the odds of methereforeno more. (me, 
T amora. Ifthou didſt know me thou wouldlt talk with 
Titus, Tamnot mad, ]know thee well cnough, 

VVitnes this wretched {tump, witnes theſe crimlon lines, 

witnes theſe trenches made by greefe and cate, 

witnes the tiring day and heauitenight, 

witnesall ſorrow that I know thee well 

For our proud Empreſle,mighty Tamore: 

Is not thy comming for my other hand, 

T&mora, Know thou ſad man, I am not Tamora,. 

Shee is thy enemic,andl1 thy friend, 

Iam Reuenge ſentfromttinternall Kingdome, 

TO caſcthe gnawing vuicure of thy mince, 

By working wreaktull vengeance on thy foes: 

Comedowne and we!come metothis warlds light, 

Conferre with me of tnucderand of death, 

Ther's not a hol'ow Caus ” lurking place, 
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| Qh fivecte Revenge, now docl cometathee, 
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The moſt Lamentable Tragedis 


Novaltobſcuriticor miſhe vale, 


VY Vhere bloodie murther or deteſted rape, 


Can couch tor tcare but I will fnde the mount, 
Aud their cares tell them my dreadtullname, 
Keumnge which makes the foule oftender quake, 
Titar, Art thou; Reucngeand art thot (cut to mee, 
To be atorment to mine enemies, 
Tarora, [ am,therefore come downe aid yvelcome me? 
Titar, Doe me ſomelſcruice cre I come to thlice, 
Lo by thy (ide where Rape and Murder ſtands, 
Now giue ſome furance that thou art reucnge, 
Stab them,or teare themon thy Chanet wheelcs, 
Andthea le come and be thy wagoner, 
And wherle along with theeabout the Globes, 
Prowde thee two-proper pa'trays,black'ss ict, 
To lalethy rengetull waggon(wift away, 
And finde oue murder iathcir guiltic cares, 
Andwhen thy Car is loaden wal: theit heads, 


- 1 will diſmownt and by thy waggon wheele, 


«rate like a (eruile footeman all day long, 

1 uen from Epeong riſing in the Ealt, 

Vurill his yerie downciall in the Sea, 

Andday by gay Ile do this heauie taske, 

So thou deſtroy Rapine and Murderthere, 

T anora, Theſe are my miniſters and come with; 
Titus, Arethemthy miniſters, whatare they called? 
Tamors. Rape and Murder,therefore called fo, 

Cauſecthey take vengeance of ſuch kinde of men, 
Tx, Good Lord how like the Empreſle ſounes they are, 

And you the Empreſle,but we wordlie mcn 


Hauc miſcrablemad miſtaking cies: 


Andif onearmes imbracement will contentihee, 


Iillimbracetheeinit by and by. Y 


Tywera, This cloſing with himfics his Lyndic, 
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of I itus Andrenicus. 
VVhat ere Iforzeto feede hisbraine-ficketauno!s, 
Doe youyphold and mamtaine in yourfpceclic:, 
For now he firmelic takes me for Reuenge, 
And being credulous in this mad thonghe, 
/Ile make himfſend for Lacinrhis ſonne,. 
And whilſtI ata banket hold him ſure, 
Ie finde ſome cunningpraRiſe out of hand, 
Foſcatter and diſperiethe giddic Gorhes, 
Or atthelcaſt make them his encmics:. 
Sec here he comes, and I mull pliemy theame. 
Titns, Long hauc Ibin forlome andall for ih;ce,, 
welcome dread Furieto my weetull houſe, 
Rapine and: Murtheryouare welcome too: 
How like the Emprefſe and her ſonnes you arc, 
well are you fitted, had you but a Zdoore, 
Could notall hell afford you ſuch a Diuc!!? 
For well I wotthe Empreſle neuer wags, 
But inher companiethere isa A/oore, 
And mouldyourepreſent eurQueenearight, 
Jr wereconuenient youhad ſucha Dwell: 
But welcome as you are,what ſhall wee doc? | 
147078, what would thou haue vs doc eAndronicuy;? 
Demes. Show me a mutthercr Ile deale with tum, 
Chi, Show mt avillainethat hath done a rape, 
And Iamſentto bereuengdeonhim, | 
Tamera,Show me a thouſand that hath done thee wrong, 
And I will bercucnged on themall, 
Titus, Looke roundabout the wicked ſtreets of Rome, 
Andwhen thoufindſt a man that's like thy ſelte, 
Good murther fab him,hee's a murtherer, 
Goethou with him, and when itis thy hap, 
To finde another that islike tothce, 
Good Rapineſtab him, he isa rauiſher, 
' Goe thou with them, andin the Emperours Court, 


Therc is a Queene attended by a Moore, 
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VVell ſhale thou kn aw her by thine owneproportjas, 


The moſt Lamentable Tragediz 


For vpand downe ſhe doth reſemble thee, «| 


| Tpray thee doe on them fome violent death, 
' _Theyhauebinvioleat to me and mine. 


Tamora, V Vellhaſt choulefſ>nd vs, this ſhall we doe, 


But wou!dit pleaſe thee 200d Andromens, 


To ſ-nd forLacins thy thrice valiant ſonne, 

V Vholeades towards Rome a band of warlike Gothes, 

And bid hin come and banquet at thy houſe, 

V Vhen heis here cuecn at thy ſokemne fealt;j 

I will bring in the Empreſlec and hirſonnes, , 

The Emperour him ſelteand all thy toes, «|| - 
Andatthy mercie ſhall they ſtoope and knecle, 

Ando2 them ſhalt thou eaſe thy angry hart: 

Y Vhat ſayes Andronicas to this deuile, 


Enter Marcus. 


Titus, Marexsmy brother,tis ſad Titz4 calles, 
CGocgentle Marcxs tothy nephew Lacizs, 
Thou ſhalt enquire him out among the Gothee, 
Þ1d him repaire to meand bring with him, 
Some of the chiefelt Princes otthe Gothes, 


Bid himencampe his Souldiccs where they are, 


Tell him the Emperour and the Empreſle too 


Feaſtat my houſc,and he ſhall feaſtwith them,” *- 


This doe thou for my loue,and ſolct him, 

As he regards his aged Fathers life, | 
Marcus. T his will I doe,and ſoone returneagaine, 
Tamora, Now will I hence about thy buſines, * 

And take my miniſters a long withme, | | 

Titss, Nay,nay,lct rape and murder ſtay with me, 

Or els Ile call ny brother backe againe, | 


And clcauctonoreuengebutLuciws, (him, - 
Tamora, VVhat ſay you boyes will you abide _ , 
| while! 
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of Titus Andronicus. 


V VlilesI goete]l niy Lord the Emperour, 
How I have gouernd ourdetermindeſt, 
Yce'd tohis humor, fmooth and(f cake himfaire, 
And tarniewith him tulI turne againe, 
Titans, I knew them allthough they ſuppoſd memad, 
And will ore reach themin their ownedeuiſes, 
A paire of curſed hell hounds and their Dame. 
Deme. Maddam depart at pleaſure, leaue vshere, 
T amora, Farewell Ardronicus, Revenge now gces, 
To Jay a'complot to betray thy focs, 
Titus, ] know thou doſt and ſweet Revenge farewel}, 
Chiron, Tell vs old man how ſhall we be imploid, 
Titgs, Tut] haue worke crough for youto doe 
PFablias, come hither, Cains,and Valentine, 
Publins. VVhat isyour will? 
Titxus, Know you theſetwo. (tris, 
Pwb., TheEmpreſle ſonnes I take them, ( biron. Deme- 
Tiths, Fie, Publins fie, thou art too much deceaude, 
The one is Murder and Rape istheothersname, 


| Andtherefore binde them gentle Publins, 


Cainzand Valentine, lay hands onthem, 
Oft haue you heard me with for ſuch an houre, 
And now I finde it therefore binde them ſure, 
And ftop their mouthes if they begintocrie. 
Chiron, Villaines ſorbeare weare the Empreſleſons, 
P«b, And therefore doe we what we are commanded, 
Stop cloſe theirmouthes let thcm not ſpeak a word, 


| Is heſure bound, looke that you bind them faſt, 


_ Emer Tits «Andronicus, with akzife,ara Laniniawith 
£ Baſor, 


Titus, Come, come, Laxinia looke thy foes arc bound, 
Sirs ſtopthcir mouthes let them not ſpeake to me, 
Bur let them heare what {earetu)l words 1 viter. 
Oh villaings CEi4 cn a1.d Deretrins, 
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H -reſtands the ſpring wiome youhaue ſtaiad with mud, 
Tis $99dly fommer with your winter mixtr, 

You kild her hutband, and for that vild fault, 

Two other brothers were condemnd to death, 

My hand cut off and madea merrieicſt, 

Boti her {weere hands, hir tongue, and that more de arc 
Than hands or tongue, herſpotleſle chaſtitic, 

Inhumane traitors you con(traind andtorſt, 


\ V Vhat would you fay if I ſhould let youſpeake? 


Villaines tor !hame you could not beg tor grace, 
Hirke wretches how I mcane to marter you, 

This one hand yet is lefe to cut yourthroats, 

V Viiles that Lawinia tweene her ſtumps doth hold, 


The baſon that receaues your guiltie blood, 


You k1ow your Mother meanes to feaft with me, 
Andacallegherſelfe Reucage and thinks me mad. 
Harke villatnes I will orinde your bones to duſt, 
And with your blood and it Lie makea paſte, - 
Andotthe palte a coffen I will reare, 

And make two paſtes of your ſhametull heades, 
And bid taat {trumpet your vahallowed Dam, 


Like to the carth ſwallow her owne increaſe, 


. This1s the feaſt thacT haue bid her too, 


and this the banket ſhe ſhall ſurfer on, 
For worle than Philomell you vide my daughter, 
And worle than Progne | will bereuzngd. 


And nowprepareyour throats, Leuinis come, 
' ,'Receaue the blood; and when thatthey are dead, 
* Letme goe grinde their bones to powderſmal!, 


and withthis hatefull liquour temper it, 
Andin thatpaſtelet their vile heades be bakt, 


Come,come, be euerie one officius; 


To make this bankee which I with may proue 


| Moxe ſterne and bloodie chan the Centaurs feaft, 


He cuts their throats. 
Sonoy bring themin for Ile play the Cooke, 


The moſt Lamentable Tragedtz | 
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of Titus Andronicus, 


And (cethem readicagainſt their Mothercomes, 
| Ex enns, 


AM 


Enter Lacins, Marcus, and the Gothes, 
Lacins, Vackle Marcns, fince tis my Fathers minde, 
That Irepaire toRome Iamcontent, | 
Got, And ours with thine, befall what Fortune will, 
Laci, Good Vnckletake youin this barberous Xoore, 
This raucnous tiger,this accurſed diell, 
Let him receauc no ſuſinance, fetterhim, 
Till he be brought vnto the Empreſleface, 
ef For teſtemonie of her foule proceedings, 
Andſcethe Ambuſh of our triends beſtrong, 
I fearethe Emperourmeanes no goodto vs. 
Moore, Some diucll whiſper curſes in my care, 
And prompt methat my tongue may vtter forth, 
The venemous majlice ofmyfwelling hart. 
” _ Lucins, Away inkumane dogge ynhallowedſlaue, 
Sirs hejp our ynckleto conuay him in, 
T he.trumpets ſhewe the Emperour isat hand, 


Sound Trumpets, Enter Emperour and Emprefſe with Tri- 
bunes and others. 
K mg. VVhat hath the firmament moſunnesthan one? 
Lucins, VVhat boctsitthee to callthylſelfe a ſunnc? 
Mar, Romes Emperourznd Nephew breakthe Parle, 
T heſe quarrels n.uſt be quictly debated, 
T he feaſt is ready which the careful] Titus, - 
Hath ordainde to an honorable end, 
For peace,for loue,tor league and good toRome, 
Pleaſc you therefore, draw nie and take your places, 
King, Marcus we wills 


T rum pets ſounding, Enter Titus like a (coke, placing the 
diſhes, ard Lammniawitha vaileunuerher face. 

T#i#:, V Velccme my Lord, welcome dread Queene, 

K 2 Welcome 
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Themoſt Lamentable T ragedte | 


V Veicome yee watlixe Gorhes, welcome Lucias, 
And welconicall although the cheare be poore, 
Twill fill your ſtomacks, pleaſe you cate of it, 
King, V Vhyart thou thusattired Andronicns > 
Tiras, Becaule I would be ſure ro haue all well, 
| Toeatertaine your highnesand your Emprefle, 
Tamora, V V carc beholding to you good Andronices, 
Titus, Andif yourhighnes knew my hart you were, 
My Lord the Emperourreſolue me this, + 
VVas it well done of raſh Viginins 
To ſlay his daughter withthis owne right hand 
| Becauſe ſhe was enforlt,Rainde,and deflowrde? 
King, It was Andronicas. | 
Tiras, Yourrealon mighty Lord, 
King, Becauſe the girleihould not ſuruiue her ſhame, 
And by her preſence {hill renewe his ſorrowes. 
Titus, Arcaſon mighty, ſtrong, and effeuall, 
A patterne prefident,and liuclic warrant, 
For me moſt wretched to performethelike, 
Die, die, Lavinia and thy ſhame wich thee, 
And with thy ſhame thy Fathers ſorrow die. 
Kmg. VVhathaſt thou done, yanaturall and vokinde, 
Tit. Kild her for whom my ceares haue made me blind, - 
T am as woefull as /irginims was, 
And hauca thouſand times morecauſe than he, 
Todoe this outrage,and it nowis done, 
King, V Vhat was ſhe rauiſhe, tell who did the deede, 

_ T, VVilepleaſe youeate,wilt pleaſe your highnes feed, | 
Tar. V Vhy haſt thou ſlaine thine only Daughter thus? ; 
Titus, Not I, twas Chiron,and Demetrins, | | 

They Rauiſhther and cut away her tongue, | 

And they, twas they, that did hgr all this wrong, | 
King, Goefetch them hither to vs preſently, 

| Tas, VVhy thece they are both bakedin this Pies 

V Vhereof their Mother daintilie hath fed, 
Eating the fleſh that ſhee her ſelfc hath bred, 
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of I itus Androricus, 
Ti true,tistrug, wines my knives iharpepojg, 
JB. Te ſtabs the Empreſſ*. 
Emperoar, Die tranticke wretclifortnis accurſed deeds, 
Leucine, Can the ſonnes cie behold his father blecde? 
Ther's meede for meede,death for a deadly deede. 
Marcus, Youlad facdemen , people and ſons of Rome 
By,vproresſeuerd asa flight of fowle, 
Scatterdby winds and high tempelluous guſts, 
Ohlet me teach you how toknie againe, 
This ſcattered corne into one mutuall ſheaffe, 
T heſe broken limbs agane into one bodie, (ſclfe, 
Romane Lord , Let Rome hetſelfe bee bane vnto her 
and thee whome mightie kingdomes curſe too, 
Likeaforlorne and deſperate caſt away, 
Doeſhamefull execution on herſelfe, 
But ifmy froſtie ſignes and chappes of age, 
Graue witneſles of true experience, 
Cannotinduce youto attend my words, 
Speake Roomes deare friendas crlt our Anceſtor, 
when with h1s folemne tongue he did diſcourſe 
To loue ficke Didoes ſad attending eare, 
The ſtorie of that balefull burning night, 
V Vhen ſubtile Greekes ſurprizd Kung Priams Troy, 
Tell ys what Sinon hath be wicht our eares, 
Or who hath brought the fatall engine in 
That giues our Troy, our Rome the ciuill wound, 
My hart js not compact of flint nor ſteele, 
Nor can I vtter allour bitter greefe, 
Butfloudsoftcares will drowne my Oratorie, 
And breake my vttrance cuenin thetime, 
VVhenit ſhould moue yee to attend memoſtk, 
And force you to commileration, 
Her's Romes young Captaine let him tell the tale, 
V VhileI ſtand by and weepeto hearehimſpeake, 
Lucius, Then gratious auditoric be it knowne ro you, 
l That Chiron and the _ Demetrins, 
BZ 
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Wu Were they that murdred our Emperours brother, 
And they it were that rauiſhed our ſiſter, 
For their tellfaults our brothers were beheaded, 
' OurFathers teares diſpilde, and baſcly couſend, 
| | Octhat truchand that tought Romes quarrell out, 
| And {ent herenemies vnto the graue, 
Lailly my ſeite vnkindely baniſhed, 
T hegatesilutonmeandturnd weeping cut, 
Tobeg relicte among Romes enemies, 
V Vhodrowndtheir enmetic in my true teares, 
And opt theirarmesto imbrace me agafriend, 
I] am'the turned forth beit knowne to you, 
That haue preſerude her welfare in my blood, 
Andirom her bolome tooke the enemies point, 
| ____ Sheathing the ſteelein my aduentrous body, 
Alas you know I am no vaunterT, 
j My ſcars can witnes dumbalthoughthey are, 
That myreportismſ{tand full of truth, 
Eo But fofc, mic thinkes I doe digreſſetoo much, 
| Cyting:my worthlespraiſe, Ohpardon me . 
For when no friends are by, men praiſc themſelues, 
 MAlarcus, Now is my turne to ſpeake, behold the child, 
Of this was T amora deliuered, 
\ \_. -Fheillueofanitrehgious Moore, 
| Chicfe architect and plotter of thele woes, 
_ Taeyulaineis altucinT it#us houſe, 
"RF Andas heisco witnesthis is true, | 
Now iudge what-courle had Tzr#s to reuenge, 
| Theſe wrongs vaſpeakeablepaſt patience, 
Ormorethan anyliuing mancould beare, 
Now haue you heard the truth , what ſay you Romaine#? 
Wit Heaue we done ought anufſe, ſhew vs wherein, 
Þ |  Andtrom theplace where you behold vs pleading, 
H The poore remainder of gAnaronicie, 


E111 

j)  VVillhandin hand, all headlong hurle our ſclues, # 

"Wal Andonthe razgedſtanes beatforth ourſoules, N q 
of Ma / vp 
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of Titus Andronicus, 
And make a mutuall cloſtre of our houſe, * 
Speake Romans ſpeake,andityou lay wee Shall G 
Lo hand in hand Lacizs and I will fall, 

Emillizs, Come come thoureuerent man of Rome, 
And bring our Emperour gently injhy hand, | 
Lucins our Emperour for well] kno vw, * 

The common voice doe cry itihall be lo, 

Marcss. Lacins,all halle Romes royall Emperour, 

Goegocintoold T#t#s {orrowfull houle, 

And hither hale thatmisbelicuing Aſoore, 

To beadiudge ſome dyrefullſlaughtring death, 
As puniſhment for his molt wicked lite, 
Laciasall haile Romes gratious gouernour. 

Lacins, Thavkesgentle Romanes may 1 gouerne ſo, 
T o heale Romes harmes, and wipe away her woe, 
But gentle people giuemeayme a while, 

Fornatare puts meto aheame taike, 

Stand all aloote but vnckle drawyou neare, 

To ſhedobſequious teares ypon this trunke, + 
Ohrtakethis warme kiſſe on thy pale cold lips, 
Theſe ſorrowtfull drops vpon thy blood laine face, 
Thelaſttrue dutics ofthy noble ſonne. 

Atarcas, Tearetor teare,and louing kiſle for kiſle, 
Thy brother farcas tenders on thy lips, 


Oh were theſumme, of theſe that I ſhould pay, 


Countleſſeandinfinite, yet would Ipay them, 

Lacins, Come hither boy come, come and learneofvs 
To melt in ſhowers, thy Grandhre lou'd thee weil, 
Many atimehee daunſtthee on his knee, 
Song thee a ſlcepe his louing breſt thy pillow, 
Many a Roric hath he toldto thee, 
Andbidthce bare his prettic tales in minde, 
And talke ofthem when he was dead and gone, (lips, 

Marcss, How manie thouſand times hath theſe poore 
V Vhen they were living warmd t}femſelues on tiune, 
Oh now ſweete boy giue them. their lateſt kiſle, Ro 
| | 1 
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ihemoſt Lamentable Tragedie 
 Bidhim farewel! conmit himtothe grave, 
Docthcin that kindnes and take leaue of them, 
Prer, ON Grandfi: ce. Grandiire,cu'n with all my hart, 
VVou!'d | were dead fo you did liueagaine, 
O Lorc i cannot ſpeake to him tor weeping, | 
My tearez will choacke meit I ope my mouth, 
Remare, Youlad Androntciehaue done with woes, 
Giueſcatence onthis exccrable wretch, 
That hath bin breederofchele dyre events, 
Lucius. Set him breſt deepen carth andfamiſh him, 
Therelet him {tand andraucand crie for faede. 
Itany onefclecues orpitties hum, | 
For the offeace he dies, thisis our doome, 
Someſtay roſce him ftaſtnedinthe earth, 
efron, Ah why ſhould wrath be mute and furie dumb, 
] amno babie I, that with bale prayers 
I ſhould repent the cuilsI haue done, 
Ten thouſand worle than eucr yet I did 
VVouldI performeifI might haue my will, 
Ifone good deed inallmylite I did 
| Tave repent it from myeric ſonic. 
Ls, Some louing friends conuay the Emperour hence, 
 Andemehim buriall in his fathers graue, 
My Father and [ a1nia (hall forthwith, 
Be cloſed in'our houtholds monument, 


- As for thatrauinous tiger Tamora, 


b 
. 


Notunerall right, nor manin mourning weede, 
No mournefull bell ſhall ringherburiall 

Bur tirow her forthto beaſts and birdsto pray, 
- Herlife was beaſt 'ie and deuoide of pittie, 


And being dead ler birds on her take pitti 
Exenvt, 


Finis the Tragedie of Titns Andronicvt 
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